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"HET 1 
SCENE, an open Place. 
| Thunder and Lightning |; Enter three Witches, | 


Wire. 


7 EN ſhall we three meet again? 
In thunder, lightning, or in rain? 

| 2 2 Witch. When the hurly burly” 8 done, 
When the Battel's loſt and won. 

Witch. That will be ere Set of Sun. 
Witch. Where the place? | 
Vitch. Upon the heath. 
Witch. There I go to meet Macbeth. 
I Witch. I come, I come, Grimalkin, —— 
2 Witch. Padacke calls anon! 
All. Fair is foul, and foul is fair, 
Hoyer through the fog and filthy air. 
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4 The Tragedy of Macbeth. 
O CENE changes to * at Foris 


: Enter King, Malechine, Dane Lenox, ie at- — 
8 tc — meeting a — * aptain. = 


HAT bloody man is that he can report, 


| As ſeemeth by his plight, of the — 
The 3 ſtate. | 


Aal. This is the Serjeant, 
Who like a good and hardy ſoldier fought | 
*Gainit my captivity. Hail, hail, Brave friend! 
Say to the King the knowledge of the broil, 
As thou didit leave it. 

Cap Doubtjul long it ſtood : : 

As two ſpent ſwimmers that do cling together, 
And choak their Art: the mercileſs Macdone! 
(Worthy to be a Rebel ; for to That 
Ihe muliiplying villanies of nature 
Do ſwarm upon him) from the weſtem iſles 


Of Kernes and Gallow-glaſies was ſupply d; 


And fortune, on his damned quarry — Tong 5 
Shew'd like a rebel's whore. But all too weak; 


For brave Macbeth (well he deſerves that name) 


Diſdaining fortune, with his brandiſnit ſteel 
Which ſmoak'd with bloody execution, 


Like Valour's Minion carved out his paſlge 
*Lill he had fac'd the ſlave ; 


Who ne'er ſliook hands nor bid firewel to ha 


„Till he unſeam'd him from the nave to th' chops, 
And fix d his head upon our battlements. 
King. Oh, valiant Couſin ! worthy Gentleman! 
Cap. As whence the ſun gins his reflection, 


; Shipwracking ſtorms and . chunders break ; 3 


7 I) 4: whence the Sun gins bis cefleion, | 
Stifarracking Storms, and direfu! Thunders break ;] Mr. Pope has de- 
| &raved this Word, *gins, againſt the general Authority of the C co 
Pries, u thcut any Reaſon affi gn d for ſo doing: and ſubſtituted „ gives, 
in the Rcem of it. But it will ſoon be obvious, how tar =. 
2 's 


* 


The Tragedy of Macbeth. 2 


So from that Spring, whence Comfort ſeem'd to come, (2 
 Diſcomfort ſwell'd. Mark, King of Scotland, mark; 
No ſooner Juſtice had, with valour arm'd, 
Compell'd theſe skipping Kernes to truſt their heels; 
But the Norweyarx lord, ſurveying vantage, 
With furbiſht arms and new ſupplies of men 
Began a freſh aſſault. CF 

King. Diſmay'd not this 

Our Captains, Macbeth and Banque ?- 


| thor's. good Obſervation and Knowledge of Nature goes to eftabliff; 
his on Reading, *gins, For the ſenſe is this; - - - © As from: 
the place, from whence the Sun begins his Courſe, (vi. the Fah, 
„ Shipwrecking Storms proceed: &c. - - And it is fo in Fact, 
that Storms generally come from the Eat. And it mutt be in. 
Reaſon, becauſe the natural and conſtant Motion cf the Ocuan is 
from Eaſt to Weſt : and becauſe the Motion of the Wind has ti 
ſame general Direction. Præcipua & generalis [Ventorum | c:: jr 
f ipſe Sol, qui igneo ſuo jubare atrem rarefacit & attenuat; inpriis 
zum, in quem perpendiculares Radics mittit, five ſupra gr; 
| beret. Ar enim rarefſa us multo majorem lecum. pęſtulat. Inde fi-, 
ut Acr a Sole impulſss alium vicinum aerein magns impetu frotridet 3 
cumgque Sol ab Oriente in Occidentem circum otetur, fræciſs ob eg 
aecris Impulſus fiet verſus Occidentem. - - - Quia ficringue 45 
_ aeris per Solem rarefuctione oritur, qui chm cantinud foratrr ns Oni 
ente in Occidentem, majori q ucgue impetu protruditur Atr ab Criente 


In Occidentem, Varenii Geog raph. J. i. c. 14, &c. 20. f. 10. and 


15. - This being ſo, it is na wonder that Storms ſhauld come 

moſt frequently from that Quarter; or that they ſhould be inoſt vio- 
lent, becauſe here is a Concurrence of the natural Moticns of Wind 
and Wave. This proves clearly, that the true Reading is girs, i. c. 
begins: for the other Reading does not fix it to Fi Quart r: fer 
the Sun may give its Reflection in any part of its Courſe above the 
Horizon; but it can begin it only in Pre: Mr. Warlartcr. 
(2) So from that Strinr, wwherce Comfort ſeem d to cence, | 
 Diſcomfert ſwell'd.) I have not diſturb'd the Text here, as the 
Senſe dees not abſolutely require it; tho* Dr. TI preſcribes a ve- 
ry ingenious and eaſie Correction: | | | 

So from that Spring, whence Comfert ſeen d to came, 
Diſcomforts well c. N „ 
j. e. ſtream'd, flow'd forth : a Word that peculiarly agrees with. 
the. Metaphor of a Spring. The Original is Ang la- Saxen Feallian, 
featurire 3 which very well expreſſes the Diffuſion and Scattering of 
Water from its Head. CHAaucER has uſed the Word in theſe Ac: 
cieptat ions. e „ 
| From wwhiche might She ns lengir reſtrain 
Her Jeris, thei ganin ſo up to well. | 

Troil. & Creſſ. I. iv. v. 709. . 
Tam no mere, hut here out caſt of all wvelfare abide the daie of my 
deth, or els t ſe the ji. ht that migit all my weliynge Sorcwes 2, 
and of the flade make an Ebbe. Teſtament of L. o. 

1 | Ctth, 


=> 
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6 The Tragedy of Macbeth. 
Cap. Yes. 


As ſparrows, eagles ; or the hare, the 15 

If I fay ſooth, I muſt report, they were 
As cannons overcharg'd ; with double cracks, 60 

So they redoubled ſtroaks upon the ſoe: 

Except they meant to bathe in ree king wounds, 

Or memorize another Goſpotzc, 

I cannot tell 


But I am faint, my e gaſhes cry for 8 


King. So well thy words become thee, as * wounds: 


They ſmack of honour both. Go, get him ſurgeons. 


Raves Refi and * 


| But who comes here ? 


| Mal. The worthy Thane of Rofſe 
Len. What haſte looks through his eyes? 


So ſhould he look, that ſeems to ſpeak things ſtrarge, ; 


Rrfſe. Gol ſave the King ! 
-_ Whence cam'it thou, ' worthy Thane ? 
Refſe, From Fife, great King, 


| Where the Nercuej an Banners flout the zky, 
And fan our people cold. 


Neraway, himſelf with numbers terrible, (4) 


 Atﬀfiiied by that moſt diſloyal traitor 


ne Thane of Carudrys gan a diſmal conflict; 


Lill that Pelloze's bridegroom, lapt 1 in prœof, (5 
Confronted him with fel!-compariſons, 


Puut againſt . rebellicus, atm Baintt arm, 


Curbing 


" 

(4) # auf reger: they m re 

As Carnons overcharg d with dauble crack,] Cannons overcharg'd 
with Cracks I have no Idea of: My Pointing, I think, gives the 
eaſie and natural Senſe. Macheth and Banguo were like Cannons 


overcharg'd; why? becauſe they redoubled Strokes on the Foe with 


twice the Fury, and Impetuoſity, as before. 
(4) Norway himſelf, with Numbers terrible, z 
 Alſfifted by that, &c.] Norway himſelf aſſiſted, &c. is a Read- 


ing we owe to the Editors, not to the Poet. That Energy and 
| Contraſt of Expreſſion ara loſt, which my Pointing reſtores. The 


Senſe is, Norway, who was in himſelf terrible by his own Numbers, 
when aſſiſted by Cawder, became yet more terrible, 
(5) Till that Bellona's Bridegroom, lapt in Proof, 

C onfromted. bin with lef- Compariſens, _ 

WIR 


The Tragedy of Macbeth, 

Curbing bis laviſh ſpirit. To condude,. 
The victory fell on us. 

King. Great happineſs! 

Kae. Now Sæueno, Noreuay's King, | craves compe- 

3 

Nor would we deign him borial of his men, 

Till he diſburſed, at Saint Colmes-4i//-ifle 

Ten thouſand dollars, to our gen'ral uſe. 

King. No more that Thane of Carvdor ſhall deceive 
Our boſom int'reſt. Go, pronounce his death; 4 

And with his former Title greet Macbeth. 

Roſſe. I'll ſee it done. 

* What he hath loſt, "noble Macbeth hath won. 

[Exeunzs 


8 0 E N E changes to the Heath. 


» 


Werder. Enter the three. Witches. 


HERE haſt thou been, ſiſter ? 
2 Witch. Killing ſwine. 
3 Witch. Siſter,” where thou ? 
1 Witch; A failor's wiſe had cheſauts in ber _ 
And mouncht, and mouncht, and mouncht. Give me, 
quoth I. 

Aroint thee, witch ! — the rump- fed ron ronyon cries, 
| Her husband's to Ale gone, maſter 0'th" Dger ; 
But in a fieve I'll thither fail, 
And like a rat without a tail, 
I'll do —-T n do and I'll do. 

2 Witch, I'll give thee a wind. 

nn itch, Thou art kind. 


1 Witch. 


Point — gone, 8 arm aint arm, 155 

Curbing his laviſh Spirit.] Here again we are to . with 5 
the Tranſpoſition of an innocent Comma: which however becomes 
dangerous to Senſe, when in the Hands either of a careleſs or igno- 
rant Editor. Let us ſee who is it that brings this rebellious Arm? 
Why, it is Bellona's Bridegroom: and who is He, but Macbeth. 
We can never believe, our Author meant any thing like This. My 
Regulation of the Pointing reſtores the true Meaning; that the 
* Macbeth confronted the diſloyal Cacudor, arm to arm. 


A4 3 Witch, 


Wy 


8 The Tragedy of Macbeth, 
3 Witch. And I another. | EM 
1 Witch, I my ſelf have all the other, 


And the very points they blow ; 
All the. quarters that they know, 


F'th* ſhip-man's card. 
Iwill drain him dry as hay; 
Sleep ſhall neither night nor day 
Hang upon his pent-houſe lid; 
He ſhall live a man forbid ; (60 

Meary ſev' nights, nine times nine, 
Shall he dwindle, peak and pine: 
Though his bark cannot be Joſt, EE 
Yet it hall be tempeſt-toſt, I 
Look, what I have. by 

2 Witch. Shew me, ſtew me. 

1 Witch. Here I have a pilot's FR, T 
Wrackt as homeward he did come. [Dram wink: 
3 Witch. A drum, a droim! : 
Macbeth doth come! 
N All The Weird ſiſters, hand in hand, 60 

Thus 


76 He fball live „ Man forbid :] i. e. as under a Fn an 1 
terdiction. So, afterwards, in this Play; 


By bis own Interdiction fands accurs'd. 


So, among the Roman:, an Outlaw's nn was Aque & Jenin 
| em e 5. e. He was ferbid the uſe of Water and Fire: which 
r the Neceſſity of Baniſhment. 

7) The Weyward Siſters, band in band,] The Witches are here 
90 of themſelves ; and it is worth an Enquiry why they ſhould 
{tile themſelves the <veyward, or wayward Siſters. 'This Word in 
irs general Acceptation ſignifies,. perverſe, froward, moody, obſtinate , 
untraftable, &c. and is every where ſo uſed by our —— To 
content ourſelves with two or three Inſtances; 


Ey, fy, be wayward is this focliſb n 
Thai, i like a teſty Babe, &c. 5 
| To Gent. of Verona, 


: This Wim led, ani , urblind, wayward B | 
p Ge E 3 Labour loſt. 
And, evbich is Io oh. All yu bave done e 
1. but for a way ward Sor, 
It is improbable, the Witches would adopt this Epithet to 3 „in 
any of theſe Senſes ; and therefore we are to look a little farther for the 
Poet's woe and meaning, When I had the firſt Suſpicion of our Au _ 


De Tragedy of Mach. th. - 9 


Thus do go about. about, 

Thrice to thine, and thrice to mire, 
And thrice again to make up nine. 
Peace! ! the Charm's wound up. 


Enter Macbeth and 2 avith Soldiers an>uther ads. 
| endants. | 


Mach. So foul and f. &s a day I have not ſeen. 
Dan. How far is't call'd to For:s — What: are theſa, 
So wither'd, and fo wild in their attire, 
That look not like th' inhabitants o'th' earth, 
And yet are on't? Live you, or are you aught 
That man may queſtion ? You ſeem to underitand me, 
By each at once her choppy finger laying | 
Upon her skinny lips ; — You ſhould be women ; 
And yet your beards torbid me to interpret, 


being corrupt in this place, it 3 to my Mind the following s 
Paſſage in CHavcrr's Toilus and Creffiede, lib. iii. v. 618. : 
But O Fortune, executrice of wierdes. 
Which Word the Gloſſaries expound to us by Fates or Deſtinics 1 
was ſoon confirm'd in my Suſpicion, upon happening to dip into 
Heylin's Coſmog raphy, where he makes a ſhort Recital of the Story 
of Macbeth and Banguo. | 
Tbeſe Two (ſays he) travelling. * thro a Foreſt, were me Ly 5 
three Fairies, Mitobes, Wierds, the Scots call them, &c. - 
I preſently recollected, that this Story muſt be recorded at more 
Length by Helingſpead; with whom I thought it was very _ bs 
that our Author had traded for the Materials of his Tragedy : 
therefore Confirmation was to be fetc}1'd from this Fountain. mY 
cordingly, looking into his Hiſtory of Scotland, J found the Writer 
very prolix and expreſs, from Hector Boghias, in this remarkable 
bas” £ 3 and in p. 170. peaking of theſe Witches, he uſes this Ex- 
reſſion. 
2 * Hur afterwards the common Opinion vas, that theſe Nomen rere 
eiter the weird Siſter *, that 105 as "= would 7 Joy, the Caadeſſes f 
„ Drefiny, #6; .- 
 Axzzin, a little lower; 
The Werds of the three weird Sifters *Y „ (of cobom bet re ye bow 
Bed great y enceuraged him thereunto. 
And, in ſeveral other Paragraphs there, this Word is repeated. 1 
believe, by this Time, it is plain beyond a Doubt, that the Word 
Wayward has obtain'd in Macbe:b, where the Witches are ſpoken 
of, from the Ignorance of the Copy iſts, who were not acquainted 
with the Scotch Term: and that in every Paſſage, where there ia 
any Relation to theſe I itches or M. ard, my Emendation muſt be 
embraced, and we muſt road 0 4 17d. 


A... That. 


10 Je Tragedy of Macbeth. 


That you are ſo. 
| Mach. Speak, if you can; what 3 are you ? 
1 Witch. All hail, Macbeth / hail to thee, Thane of - 


_ Glamis! © 
2 Witch All- hail, Macbeth ! / hail to | thee, Tas of 
Cava 
3 W All hail, Macbeth, that thalt be King here- 
| after. 


Ban. Good Sir, why do you ftart, an ſcem to fear 
Things that do ſound fo fair f Pth* name of truth, 
Are ye fantaſtical, or That indeed 
[To the Witches. 


Which outwardly ye ſhew ? my noble Partner 
Vou greet with preſent grace, and great prediction 
Of noble Having, and of royal Hope, 
That he ſeems rapt withal ; to me you ſpeak not. 
If you can look into the Seeds of time, LE 
And ſay, which Grain will grow, and which will not ; 
Spe:.k then to me, who neither beg, nor fear, : 
Your favours, nor your hate. 
: Witch. Hail! 
2 Witch, Hail! 
3 Witch. Hail! 
1 Witch. Leſſer than Macketh, ond greater. 
2 Witch. Not ſo happy, yet much happier. 
383 3 Witch, Thou ſhalt get Kings, though thou be none; 
So, all hail, Macbeth and Bangus ! 5 
1 Witch. Banquo and Macbetb, all-hail ! 
Macb. Stay, you imperfect Speakers, tell me more ; 
By Sinel's death, I know, I'm Thane of Glamis ; 
But how, of Cawdor ? the Thane of Cawdor — 
A proſp*rous gentleman ; and, to be King, 
Stands not witain the proſpect of belief, | 
No more than to be Cawdor. Say, from whence 
| You owe this ſtrange intelligence? or why 
| Upon this blaſted heath you ſtop our way, 
With iuch prophetick Greeting ?—>ſyeak, I charge you, 
| [Witches vaniſh, 
Ban. The earth hath bubbles, as the water has ; 
And theſe are of them: whither are they vaniſh'd ? 
Mach. Into the air: and what ſeem d * 


Melted, as breath, into the wind, — 
Would they had ſtaid! 8 


Ban. Were ſuch things here, as we do ſpeak about ? (8) 


Or have we eaten of the Inſane root, 
That takes the Reaſon priſoner? 
Mach. Your children ſhall be Kings. 
Ban. You ſhall be King. | e 2 Sp 
| Mach. And Thane of Cawdor too; went it notſo® 
Ban. To th' ſelf ſame tune, and words; who's here? 


Enter Roſſe and Angus. 
Roſe. The King hath happily receiv'd, Macbeth, . 
The news of thy ſucceſs ; and when he reads 3 


68) Were ſuch Things here, as wve do ſpeak about ? 
Or have «ve eaten of the inſane Root, | 


That takes the Reaſon priſoner? ] The inſane Root, vix. the Root © 
which makes inſane; as in Hon A cE, Pallida Mors; nempe, qu 


facit pallidos, - - This Sentence, I conceive, is not fo well under - 

ſtood, as I would have every part of Shakeſpeare be, by his Audience 
and Readers. So ſoon as the Witches vaniſh from the Sight of Ie 

beth and Banguo, and leave them in Doubt whether they had e“: 
ſeen ſuch Apparitions, or whether their Eyes were not deceiv “ 

ſome Illuſion ; Banguo immediately ſtarts the Queſtion, 

Were ſuch Things heve, &c. | : 

I was ſure, from a long Obſervation of Shakeſpeare's Accuracy, that 

he alluded here to ſome particular Circumſtance in the Hiſtory, which, 

J hop'd, I ſhould find explain'd in Holing ſpead. But I found myſelf 


deceived in this expectation. This furniſhes a proper Occaſion, there- - 


fore, to remark our Author's ſignal Diligence; and Happineſs at 


applying whatever he met with, that could have any Relation to his 


Subject. Hector Boetbius, who gives us an Account of Snens's Army being 


intoxicated by a Preparation put upon them by their ſubtlc Enemy, 


informs us; that there is a Plant, which grows in great Quantity in 
Scotland, call'd Solatrum Amentiale ; that its Berrics are purple, or 
rather black, when full ripe ; and have a Quality of laying to Sleep; 
or of dri ing into Madneſs, it a more than ordinary Quantity of them 
be taken. This Paſſage of Beethius, I dare ſay, our Poet had an Eye 
to: and, I think, it fairly accounts for his Mention of the inſane 
Root. Diaſcerides lib. iv. c. 74. II zei req AUmvlxx, attri- 


dutes the fame Properties to it. Its Claſſical Name, I obſerve, is 


Solanum; but the Shopmen agree to call it Slatrum. This, prepar d 


in medicine, (as Theophraſtizs tells us, and Pliny from him; ) has 


a p:culiar Effoct of filling b P:tient's Head with odd Images and. 


Farcies : and particularly I hat of ſeeing Spirits: an Effect, which, 
I am perfuaded, was no Secret to our Author. Bechart and Sulmafius 
have both been copious upon the De cription andQualities of this Plant. 


Thy 
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12 The Tragedy of Macbeth: 
Thy perſonal venture in the rebels fight, 
His wonders and his praiſes do contend, 
Which ſhould be thine, or his. Silenc d with That,. 
In viewing o'er the reſt o'th' ſelf-ſame day, 
_ He finds thee in the ſtout Norweyar ranks, 
Nothing afraid of what thy ſelf didft make, 
Strange images of death. As thick as hail, 
Came Poſt on Poſt; and every one did bear 
Fhy praiſes in his Kingdom's great defence: 
And pour'd them down before him. | 
As. We are ſent, 
To give thee, from our royal Maſter, thanks; ; 
Only to herald thee into his ſight, 
Not pay thee. | 
Refſe. And for an ck of a greater honour, 
_ He bad me, from him, call thee Thane of Cawdor : 
In which Addition, hail, moſt worthy Thane ! 
For it is thine. 5 
Ban. What, can che Devil ſpeak true? 
Mac. The Thane of Cawdor lives 
Why do you dreſs me in his borrow'd robes ? 
Ang. Who was the Thane, lives vet; 
But under heavy judgment bears that life, 
Which he deſerves to loſe. Whether he was 
Combin'd with Norway, or did line the Rebel 
With hidden help and vantage; or that with both 
_ He labour'd in his country's wrack, I know not: 
But treaſons capital, conteſs'd, and prov'd, 
Have overthrown him 
Macs. Glamai:r, and Thane of Cui. * 


1 fide. 5 


＋. ae  greatek; 1 beking. Thanks for your pains. 
| [To Angus. 
N Do you not hope, your children ſhall be Kings ? > 
[To Banquo. 


When choſe, that gave the Thane of Cawdor to me, 
Promis'd no leſs to then? 
Ban. That truſted home. 
Might yet end: indle you unto the Crown, 
Beſides the ZZ an of Cawdor. But 'tis ftravge : 
And oitentimes, to win us i our har, 


The 7 rexel of Macbeth. 13 


The inſtruments of Darkneſs tell us truths, 
Win us with honeſt trifles, to ny us 


In deepeſt conſequence. 
Couſins, a word, I pray —_ 7 7 0 Roſe and . 
Mach. Two truths are told, | [ Hae· 


| As happy prologues to the ſwelling a 

Of the Imperial theme. 1 thank you, gentlemen —— 
This ſupernatural Solliciting 

Cannot be ill; cannot be good.— if ill, 
Why hath it giv'n me earneſt of — 

Commencing in a truth? I'm Thane of Caaudbr. 

If good; wh do | yield to that ſuggeſtion, 

1 horrid image doth unfix my hair, 1 

— heart knock at my ribs 

A Pin * * of nature ? preſent feats (9) 

— leſs than horrible imaginings. ' 

My thought, whoſe murther yet 15 but fantaſtical, 


(9). --- - = preſent Fears 
Aie leſs than horrille Hungini ngs.] Macberb, while he is kite, 
the Murther, which he afterwards puts in Execution, is thrown ihto. 
the moſt agonizing Aﬀright at the Proſpect of it: which ſoon re- 
covering from, thus he reaſons on the Nature of his Diſorder. But 
Imag:uings are ſo far from being more or leis than preſent Fears, that 
they are the ſame Things under different Words. Shakeſpeare cer - 
tainly wrote; 
— -- preſent Feats 
Are leſs bf, 'berrible Imaginings. 
i. e. When I come to execute this Murther; I ſhall find it mich leſs 
dreadſul than my frighted Imagination now preſents it to me. A Con- 
ſideration drawn from the Nature of the [niggination. 
\ Mr. W, 8 
Mactleth, ſpeaking again of. this Murther i in a ſubſequent Scene, uſes 
the very ſame Term; 5 
e In ſettied, and bend up | 
Lach corp" ral Agent to this terrible Feat. | 
And it is a Word, elſewhere, very famittar with our Poct. I'll 5 
add, in ad of my Eriend's Correction, that we meet with the very 
lame Sentiment, which our Poet here advances, in Ovip's Epiſtles ; 
error in his ipſo major ſole? e periclo. | 
Paris Helene. ver. 349. 
And it is a Maxim with Mart. avel, that many Things are more 
fear'd afar off, than near at hind. E fora malte caſe che diſcoſto pare - 
no terribili, in opurtabil, frani ; & quando tu t1 appreſſi ere, le rieſca- 
humane, ſoppuiabizt, dt meſticle. Et per fi dice, che ſino maggi- 
ati l Spaventi cbe i Mali... Mandregola, Atto 3. Sc. 11. 


Shakes 


14 N Tragedy of Macbeth. 
Shakes ſo my ſingle ſtate of man, chat Function 
Is ſmother'd in ſurmiſe; and nothing is, | 
But what is not, 
Ban. Look, how our Partner's rapt! 
Mach. If Chance will have me King, why, Chance 


may Crown me, 5 LA. 


Without my ſtir. 
Ban. New Honours, come upon Frag 
Like our ſtrange garments cleave not to their mould, 
But with the aid of uſe. 
Mach. Come what come may, 
Time and the hour runs thro” the rougheſt "OY 
Ban. Worthy Macbeth, we ſtay upon your leiſure. 


Mach. Give me your favour : my dull brain was wrought | 


With things forgot. Kind gentlemen, your pains 
Are regiſtred where every day I turn 
The leaf to read them—— Let us tow'rd the King ; 
Think, upon what hath chanc'd ; and at more time, 
[ To Banquo. 
(The Interim having weigh'd it,) let us * 
Our free hearts each to other. 
Ban. Very gladly. 
Mach, Tin den, enough: come, friends.  [ Exeunt. 


8 C E N E changes to the Palace. 


| Hus. Enter King, Malcolme, Donalbain 9 Lenox, 


and attendants. 


King. 1 execution done on Ca udbr 700 ? 
Or not thoſe in commiſſion yet return 'd ? 

Mal. My liege, | | 
They are not yet come back. But I have {| 
With one that ſaw him die; who did report, 
That very frankly he confeſs*d his treaſons ; . 
Implor'd your Highneſs' pardon, and ſet forth 
A deep repentance ;. nothing in his life 
Became him like the leaving it. He dy*'d, 
As one, that had been ſtudied in his death, 

To throw away the deareſt thing ke ow'd, 
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As 'twere a careleſs trifle. 

King. There's no art, 53 
To find the mind's conſtruction in the face: 
He was a gentleman, on whom I built 


An abſolute truſt. 


Enter Macbeth, Banquo, Roſfle, and Angus. 


O worthieſt Couſin! 
The fin of my ingratitude een now 
Was heavy on me. Thou'rt fo far before, (10) 
That ſwifteſt wing of recompence is ſſo, , ⁵1 
To overtake thee. Would thou'df leſs deſery'd, 
That the proportion both of thanks and payment 
Might have been mine! only L've left to ſay, 
More is thy due, than more than all can pay. 

Mach. The ſervice and the loyalty I owe, 
In doing it, pays it ſelf. Your highneſfs' part 
Is to receive our duties; and our duties (11) : 
Are to your Throne, and State, children and ſervants ; 
Which do but what they ſhould, by doing every thing 
Safe to word your love and honour, FO 
King. Welcome hither: 


(10) Thou art ſo far before, 
That froifteſt Wind of Recompence is ſlow | | 
To overtake thee.) Thus the Editions by Mr. Reue and Mr. Pape: 


whether for any Reaſon, or purely by Chance, I cannot determine. 


L have choſe the Reading of the more authentick Copies, Wing. 
We meet with the ſame Metaphor again in Troilus and 22 
Bat bis Evaſen, wing'd thus ſwift with Scorn, 
Cunnat outfly our Apprebenſion, | IS 
(11) - - - and our Dutias ED | : 
Are to your Throne, and State, Children and Serwants ; 
Which do but what they ſhould, by doing every thins g 


Safe towards your Love and Honour.) This may be Senſe ; but, I own, 
it gives me no very ſatisfactory Idea: And tho” I have not diſturb'd 
the Text, Icannot but embrace in my Mind the Conjecture of my 


ingenious Friend Mr. Warburton, who would read; 


=. = =» = by xing every thing, | 
Fiefs toxvards your Love and Honour. | 


j. e. We hold our Duties to your Throne, &c. under an Obligation 
of doing every thing in our Power: as we hold our Fiefs ( feuda ) thoſe 


Eſtates and Tenures, Which we have on the Terms of Homage and 
Service, | | 
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I have begun to plant thee, and will labour 
To make thee full of growing. Noble Banguo, 
Thou haſt no leſs deſerv'd, and muſt be knowr-. 
No leſs to have done ſo: let me — — 

And hold thee to my heart. 
Bax. There if I grow, 
The harveſt is your own. | 
Ling. My plenteous joys, 
| Wantan i in fulneſs, ſeek to hide there ſelves 
In drops of forrow. Sons, kinſmen, Wanet, 
And you Whoſe Places are the neareſt, know, 

We will eſtabliſh our eſtate upon 

Our eldeſt Malcolm, whom we name hereafter 
The Prince of Cumberland: which honour muſt, . 
Not unaccompanied, inveſt him only ; 
But ſigns of Nobleneſs, like ſtars, ſhall ſhine 
Onall deſervers. Hence to Inverneſs,. 
And bind us further to you. 
Mach. The Reſt is Labour, which is not us 4 for you ; 5 

P11. be my ſelf the harbinger, and make joy ful 
The Hearing of my wife with your approach; 


So humbly take my leave. 10 
King My worthy Caaud:r / W 
Mach. The Prince of C umberland / -that is a I It 

ſtep, IJ Tc 

On which I muſt fall down, or elle 0'er- pg. | A 

[ Afar. . 
per in my way it Ives. Stars, hide your fires! 

Let not light ſe&my black and deep d<fires ; IT! 
The eye wink at the hand! yet let that be, Ar 
Which the eye fears, when it is do: e, to ſee 
| | 2 xt. Th 

King. True, worthy Bangao ; ; he is full ſo valiant; ; 
And in his commencations Iam ed: „ 
It is a banquet to me. Let us after bim, . 6 

Wnoſe care 15 gone before to bid us welcome: I Th 
It is a Feerleſs Ninſman. An 
[Fleuri 7A Parma; TA 

W] 
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The Tragedy of Macbeth. 
SCE NE changes. to an Apartment in Mac- 
beth's Caſtle at Inverneſs. 

Enter Lady Macbeth alone, with @ letrer. 

Lady. T HE Y met me in the day of ſrcceh; and F 


have learn'd by the perfecteſt report, they have 


more in them than mortal knowledge. When I burnt in 


defire to queſtion them further, they made themſelves air, 


into which they vaniſ d. While I flood rapt in the wonder 


of it, came Miſſeves from the King, wwho all-hail'd me 
Thane of Cawdor ; by awhich title, before, theſe weird 


| Alters ſaluted me, and referr'd me to the coming on of time, 


wirs hail, King that ſhalt be !- This have I thought good 
to deliver thee (my deareſt Partner of Greatneſs) that 
thou might ſt not loſe the dues of rejoicing, by being ignorant 
of what Greatneſs is promis d thee. Lay it to thy heart, 
and farewel, | 5 


Glamis thou art, and Cawdir ——and ſhalt be, 
What thou art promis'd. Yet do I fear thy nature; 
It is too full o'th* milk of human kindneſs, 2 
To catch the neareſt way. Thou wouldſt be great; 
Art not without ambition; but without 5 


The illneſs ſhould attend it. What thou wouldſt 


highly, „„ 5 
That wouldſt thou holi'y ; wouldſt not play falſe, 


And yet wouldit wrongly win. Thou dſt have, great 


Glamis, 


That which cries, © thus thou muſt do, if thou have | 


=: 5 
* And That which rather thou doſt fear to do, 
Than wiſheſt ſhould be undone.” Hie thee hither, 
That I may pour my ſpirits in thine ear, 5 
And chaſtiſe with the valour of my tongue 
All that impedes thee from the golden Round, 
Which fate and metaphyſical aid doth ſeem 
Ta have thee crown'd withal. es 


17 


18 The Tragedy of Macbeth. 
Eater Meſenger 
What i is your tidings ? 
Me. The King comes here to-night 
Lady. Thow'rt mad to ſay it 
Is not thy maſter with him ? who, wer tfo, 
Would have inform'd for preparation. Mu! 
Me. So pleaſe you, it is true: our Thane is coming, Thi 
One of my fellows had the ſpeed of him ; Wh: 
Who, almoſt dead for breath, had ſcarcely more Gir 
Than would make up his meſſage. F 
Lach. Give him tending ; [ 
He brings great news. The raven himſelf i is "PA To 


19 E 8 My, 
"has emits che denim of Drop 2 15 — 


Under my battlements. Come, all you Spirits 
That tend on mortal thoughts, unſex me here: 8 
And fill me, from the crown to th' toe, top-full 
Of direſt cruelty ; make thick my blood, 


Stop up th* acceſs and paſſage to Remorſe, | 1 
That no compunctious viſitings of nature | - 
| Shake my — purpoſe, nor keep peace between ; 

Th' effect, and it. me to my woman's breaſts, 


And take my milk for gall, you murth'cing miniſters * ! I <£ 
Where-ever in your ſightlefs ſubſtances | 
You wait on . s miſchief. Come. thick night 1 >. 
And pall thee in the dunneſt ſmoak of hell, | 
That my keen knife ſee not the wound it makes 
Nor heav'n peep ral the blanket of the dark, 
To cry, hold, hold !— 


Dade Macbeth. — 
Great Glamis ! worthy Card. [Embracing lin. fl 
Greater than both, 1 tae all-hail hereafter! of the 
Thy letters have tranſported me beyond — 
This ign' rant preſent time, and 1 feel now e — 
The future in the inſtant. * 
Mach. Deareſt love, | 
Duncan comes here to-night. k 80 


Lady. And when goes hence. 


Mac. To-morrow, as he pu 

Lady. Oh, never 
Shall Sun that morrow ſee 3 . 
Your face, my Thane, is as a book, where men (12) 
May read ſtrange matters. To beguile the time, 
Look like the time; bear welcome in your eye, 


Your hand, your tongue; look like the innocent flower, 


But be the ſerpent under't. He, that's coming, 
Muſt be provided for; and you ſhall put | 
This night's great buſineſs into my diſpatch, 
Which ſhall to all our nights and days to come 
Give ſolely ſovereign ſway and maſterdom. 
Mach. We will ipeak further. 
Lady. Only look up elear: 
To alter favour, ever, is to fear. 1 : 
Leave all the reſt ta me, [Exeunt- 


SCEN E, before Macbeth's Caftie Gate. 


Hautboys and Wel Enter King, Malcolm, 'Donal- 


bain, Banquo, Lenox, Macduff, Roſſe, Angus, and 
r „ 


* HIS Caſtle hath a pleaſant ſeat ; the air 
Nimbly and iweetly recommends it ſelf 
Unto our gentle ſenſes. . 
Bax. This gueſt of ſummer, 


(12) Your Face, my Thane, is as a Book, where Men 


May. read ſtrange Matters to beguile the Time. os 
Lock like the Time, JT have ventur'd, againſt the Authority of all 


the Copies to alter the Pointing of this Paſſage : and, I hope, with 


ſome Certainty. The Lady certainly means, that Macbeth looks ſo 


full of thought and ſolemn Reflection upon the purpos'd Act, that, 
ſhe fears, People may eomment upon the Reaſon of his Gloom: 


and therefore defires him, in order to take off and prevent ſuch 


Comments, to wear a Face of Pleaſure and Entertainment; and 
look like the Time, the better to deceive the Time. So Macbeth 


ſays, in a ſubſequent Scene; 8 80 
Away, and mock the Time with faireſt Shew. 

So Macduff ſays to Malcolm, IE 

i - - - the Time you may ſo hoodwink. 3 

i. e. blind the Eye of Obſervation, and fo deceive people s Thoughts. 
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10 The Tragedy of Macbeth. 
The temple-haunting martlet, does approve 
By his lov'd manſionry that heaven's breath 
Smells wooingly here, No jutting frieze, 
Buttrice, or coigne of vantage, but this bird _ 
 Hath made his pendant bed, and procreant cradle: 
Where they moſt breed and haunt, I have obſery'd, 
The air is delicate. 5 
Enter Lady. 5 
King. See, ſee! our honour'd Hoſteſs ! 
The love that follows us, ſometimes is our trouble, 
Which till we thank as love. Herein | teach you, 
How you ſhould bid god-eyld us for your pains, 


And thank us for your trouble. 
Cady. All our ſervice 


| We 

In every point twiee done, and then done double) Bio 
Mere poor and ſingle bufinefs to contend 3 To 
Againſt thoſe honours deep and broad, wherewith 7 Re 
| Your Majeſty loads our houſe. For thoſe of old, To 
And the late dignities heap'd up to them, Fir 
We reſt your hermits. 5 Str 
King. Where's the Thane of Cawdor ? W 
We courſt him at the heels, and had a purpoſe | | Ne 
Jo be his purveyor : but he rides well.. . 
And his great love, (ſharp as his ſpur, } hath ho!p him So 
To's home before us: fair and noble Hoiteſs, W 
We are your gueſt to nignt. I. 
Lady. Your ſervants ever : A 
Have theirs, themſelves, and what is theirs in compt, St 


To make their audit at your Highneſs? pleaſure, 
Still to return your own. . 
King. Give me your hand; B. 

Conduct me to mine Hoſt, we love him highly; |; - 
And ſhall continue our graces towards him. 2 

Ny your leave, Hoſteſs. [l xeust. W; 


SCENE 
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SCENE changes to an Apartment in Mac- 
e beth's Cafile. 


Hautboys, Torches. E nter divers ſervants with dibes : 
and ſervice over the Stage. Then Macbeth. 


Mac. 1 it _ done, when tis done, then *twere 
It were done quickly: if th' aſſaſſination 

Could trammel up the conſequence, and catch 
With its ſurceaſe, ſucceſs ; that but this blow 
Might be the Be-all and the End-all Here, 
But here, upon this Bank and Shoal of time, (13) 
We'd jump the life to come. — But, in theſe caſes, 
We ſtill have judgment here, that we but teach 
Bloody inſtructions; which, being taught, return 
To plague th' inventor. Even-handed Juſtice 
Returns th Ingredients of our poiſon'd chalice | 

To our own lips. He's here in double truſt : 

Firſt, as I am his kinſman and his ſubje&, 

Strong both againſt the deed : Then, as his Hoſt, 
Who ſhould againſt his murth'rer ſhut the door, 
Not bear the knife my ſelf. Beſides, this Duncan 
Hath born his — ſo meek, hath been 

So clear in his great office, that his virtues | 
Will plead, like angels, trumpet-tongu'd againſt 
The deep damnation of his taking off: 

And Pity. like a naked new-born babe, 

Striding the blaſt, or heav'ns cherubin hors'd (14) 


(13 ) But here, upon 751 Bark died of Time.] 
Bank and School - - What a monſtrous Couplement, as Don | 
Armado ſays, is here of heterogeneous Ideas! I have ventur'd to 
amend, which reſtores a Co ſonance of Images, 

- = = en this Bank and Shoal of Time. Me 
i. e. this Shallow, this narrow Ford of humane Life, oppoſed to the 


great Abyſs of Eternity. This Word has occurr'd again, before, to 
us in the Life of King Henry VIIIth. 


And ſounded all the Depths and Shoals of Honour. | 
(14) - - - - er Heaven's Cherubin bers d upon the figbtlef Couri- 
ers of the Air.] But the Cherubin is the Courter ; fo that he 

| . t be ſaid to be bers d upon another Courier, We muſt read, 

therefore, Caurjers, Mx. Warburton. 


Upon 
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Upon the fightleſs courſers of che nir, 

Shall blow the horrid deed in ev'ry eye; 

That tears ſhall drown the wind. 1 have no ſpur 
To prick the fides of my intent, but only 
Vaulting Ambition, which o'er chaos it ſelf, 

And fallson th other — 


hi Lady Macbeth. 


. | How now! what neva? 45 | 
e's almoſt ſupp? wh have u left the 
„ Mach. Hath he ask d for me? 
Lach. Know you not, he has? 
Mach. We will proceed no further in this buſineſs. 
| He hath honour'd me of late; and I have _— 
| _ Golden opinions from all ſort of people, 
| Which would — amd 
Not caſt aſide ſo ſoon, 
. Was the hope drunk, - 
Wherein you dreſt your {elf ? hath it ſlept ſince ? 
And wakes it now, to look ſo green and pale 9 
At what it did ſo freely? fron thi this time, 
Such I account thy love. Art thou afraid 
To be the hee is thy own act and valour, 
As thou art in defire ? wouldſt thou have That, 
Which thou eſteem'ſt the ornament of life, 
And live a coward in thine own eſteem ? 
Letting I dare not wait upon [ would, 
Like the poor Cat i'th* Adage, 
|  Macdd. Pr'ythee, peace: 
I dare do all that may become a man; 
Who dares do more, is none. 
. What beaſt was't then, 
That made you break this enterprize to me? 
When you durſt do it, then you were a man; 
And (to be more than what you were) you would 
W Be ſo much more the man. Nor time, nor place 
| Did then co-here, and yet you would make both: 
They've made themſelves ; and that their fitneſs now 
W Do's unmake you. I have given ſuck, and know 5 
1 | | ER ow 
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How tender tis to love the babe that milks me = — 
I would, while it was ſmiling in my face, 
Have pluckt my nipple from his boneleſs gums, 
And ths ad ous, had I bat fo fworn 
As you have done to this. 
ch. If we ſhould fail? 
Lady. We fail! 
But ſcrew your courage to the ſticking place, 
And we'll not fail. When Duncan is aſleep, 
(Whereto the rather ſhall his day's hard journey 
Soundly invite him) his two chamberlains 
Will Lwith wine and waflel ſo convince, 
That memory (the warder of the brain) 
Shall be a fame-; and the receipt of reaſon 
A limbeck only ; when in ſwiniſh "- 
Their drenched natures lie as in a death, 
What cannot you and I perform upon 
Th' unguarded Duncan? what not put upon 
His ſpungy officers, who ſhall bear the guilt | 
Of our great quell ? 

Mach. Bring forth men- children only ! 
For thy undaunted metal ſhould compoſe 
Nothing but males. Will it not be receiv'd, 
When we have mark'd with blood thoſe ſleepy two 


Of his own chamber, 67. 
That they have don't ? 


Lady. Who dares receive it other, 


As we ſhall make our griefs and clamour roar, 
Upon his death ? 


Mach. I'm ſettled, and bend up 
Each corporal agent to this terrible Feat. 
Away, and mock the time wich faireſt ſhow : | 
Falſe face muſt hide what the falſe heart deth know. 


[Exexxt. 


ACT : 
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8 C E N E, 4 Halli in Macbeth! nen ; 


Bang wv 0. 


OW goes the night, boy? 8 
Fle. The moon is down : I have not heard the 


| Ban. And ſhe goes down at twelve. 
Fl. I take*t tis later, Sir. 
Ban. Hold, take my ſword. There $ huabandry ; in 


heav'n, 
Their candles are all out. Take thee that too. 


A heavy ſummons lies like lead upon me, 
And yet I would not fleep : Merciful Pow'rs! 
Reftrain i in me the curſed thoughts, that nature 


Gives way to in repoſe. 
Enter Macbeth, ad a firvant with a torch. 


| Give me my ſword : who' 8 there ? 
Mach. A friend. 
Ban. What, Sir, not yet at Reſt? the King's a- bed. 
He hath to night been in unuſual pleaſure, 5 
And ſent great largeſs to your officers; 
This diamond he greets your wife withal, 
By the name of moſt kind Hoſtel, and ſhut up 

3” In meaſureleſs content. 
Mach. Being unprepar'd, 
, Our will became the Grvant wks ; * 
Which elſe ſhould free have wrought. 

Ban. All's well. 

I dreamt laſt night of the three wierd ſiſters: 
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The Tragedy of Macbeth, 2 
To you they've ſhew'd ſome truth. 
Mach, I think not of them; 
Yet when we can intreat an hour to ſerve, 

Would ſpend it in ſome words upon that buũneſs; 
If vou would grant the time. 

Ban. At your kind leiſure. 
Mach. If you ſhall cleave to my content, in tis, 
It ſhall make honour ſor you. 

Ban. So] loſe none 
In ſeeking to augment it, but ſtill keep 
My boſom franchis'd and allegiance clear, 
1 that be counſell'd. | 
Macb. Good repoſe the while / 
Ban. . Sir; the like to you. [Exeunt 8 

[and Fleance. 

Mach. Go, bid thy miſtreſs, when my Drink is ready, 
She ftrike upon the bell. Get thee to bed. 


t 


[Exit Servant. «4 
Is thisa dar which [ ſee before me, # 
The handle tow'rd my hand ? come, let me clutch thee. "4 
I have thee not, and yet I ſee thee ſtill. Gs, 2 
Art thou not, fatal Viſion, ſenſible 8 


To feeling as to ſight? or art thou bat 

A dagger of the mind, a falſe creation | i 

Proceeding from the heat oppreſſed brain? | 

I ſee thee yet, in form as palpable 

As this which now I draw. 

Thou marſhal'ſt me the way that I was going: 

And ſuch an inſtrument 1 was to uſe. 

Mine eyes are made the fools och other ſenſcs, 9 

Or elie worth all the reſt- I fee thee ſtill; : * . "__ 

And on thy blade and dudgeon, gouts of blood, ' 

W1.ich was not ſc els Then's ae ſuch thing. — 5 

It is the bloody buſineſs, which informs | 

Thus to mine eyes. Now o'er one half the wall 

Natui e ſeems dead, and wicked dreams abuſe 

Ihe curtain'd ſleep; now Wichcraft celebrates 

Pale Hecate's oſferings: and vither'd Murder, | A 

(Alarum'd by his ſentine!, the wolf, vp 

Whoſe howl's his watch) thus with his ſtealthy pace, 1 

With Tarquin's raviſhing ſtrides, tow'rds his deſign 

Moves like a ghoſt. — Thou ſound and firm-ict earth, 
B Feat 
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Hear not my ſteps, which way they walk, for fear 
Thy very ſtones prate of my where- about; 
And take the preſent horror from the time, 

Which NOW : foi ts with it—whillt I threat, he live—— 

[4 Bell rings, 

Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives. | 
I go, and it is done; the bell invites me, 
Hear it not, Duncan, for it is 2 knell 
That ſummons thee to heav'n, or to hell. 


: [Exit, 
Enter _ | 
Lach. T hat, which hath mads them drunk, hath 
made me bold: 
What hath quench'd them, hath giv'n me fire, Hark! 
peace! 


It was the Owl that ſhrick'd, the fatal bell. man, 
Which gives the ſternꝰſt rann he is about 
| it 
The doors are open ; and the ſurfeited grooms | 

Do mock their charge with ſnores. T ve rug d tieir 
| Poſſets, 8 e 
That death and nature do contend about chem, 

— they live or die. 


E. nter - Macherh, — 


Mach. Who's there ? What ho? 
Lady. Alack! Iam afraid, 1 have anal ; 
And *tis not done ; th' attempt, and not the deed, 
Confounds us - hark! — I laid their daggers : 
15 | ready, | 
He could not miſs em. ed he not reſembled 
My father as he ſlept, Thad don t My Husband! _ 
Mach. Ive done the deed——didſt not thou heaf 2 


noiſe? 
| Lady. I heard the owl ſcream, and che crickets cry. 
Did not you ſpeak? 
Mach, When? Nr 
Lach. Now. 8 


Mach, As I deſcended 2 
Lady. 
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Tach. Ay. 
Macb. Hark! ——who lies i'th* ſecond — 
Lady. Donalbaine. 
Mach. This is a ſorry fight. [ Looks on his hands. 
Lady. A fooliſh thought, to fay, a ſorry ſight. 
Mach. There s one did n in's ſleep, and one cry d, 5 
Murther! e 
They wks each other; and I ſtood and hand tn © 3 
But they did ſay their prayers and addreſs them 
Again to ſleep. 3 8 
Lady. There are two lodg'd together. 3 
Macb. One cry'd, God bleſs us! and Amen, the other! 
As they had at me with theſe hangman's hands. 
Liſtening their fear, I could not ſay, Amen, | 
When they did ſay, God bleſs us. 
Lady. Conſider it not fo deeply. 
Mach. But wherefore could not I pronounce Amen ? 
J had moſt need of bieſkng, ind Amen | 
Stuck in my throat. 
Lady. Theſe deeds muſt not be thought,” 
After theſe ways; ſo, it will make us mad. 
Mach. Methought, I heard a voice cry, Slecep 1 no 
more! 
Macbeth doth murther Sleep; the innocent Sleep ; 
Sleep, that knits up the ravel'd ſleeve of care, 
The death of each day's life, fore labour's bath, 
Balm of hurt minds, great Nature's ſecond d Courle, 
Chief nouriſher in life's feaſt _— 
Tach. What do you mean? : 
Mach. Still it cry'd, Sleep no more, to all the houſe ; $- 
 Glamis hath murther'd ſleep, and therefore Cawdor | 
Shall ſleep no more; Macbeth ſhall ſleep no more 
Lady. Who was it, that thus cry'd ? . n 
8 | 
You do unbend your noble ſtrength, to think 
So brain- ſickly of things; go, get ſome water, 
And waſh this filthy witneſs ſrom your hand. 
Why did you bring theie daggers from the place? 
They muſt lye there. Go, carry them, and ſmear 
The ſleepy grooms with blood. 
Mach. Pli 82 no more; 


B 2 Wt 
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IX am afraid to think what I have done; 


Look on't again, I dare not. 


Lady. Infirm of purpoſe !_ 


Give me the daggers ; the ſleeping and the dead 
Are but as pictures; tis the eye of child-hood, 
That fears a painted devil. If he do — 
Il gild the faces of the grooms withal, 


: For it muſt — — guilt. . (Exit. 
Knock wcithin, 
Mach. Whence is that Knocking ? 2 [Startinz. 


How is't with me, when every noiſe appalls me? (15 -') 


What hands are here 4 hah ! they Pluck out mine 


eyes. 
Will all great Neptune's ocean waſh this blood 


Clean from my hand? no. this my hand will rather 


Thy multitudinous ſea incarnadine, 


| Making the green one — 


E ater Lads 


Lad. Aly hands are of your colour ; but I ſhame 
To wear a heart ſo white; I hear a knocking { Knock, 
At the ſouth entry. Retire we to our chamber; 


A little water clears us cf this deed. 


How eaſie is it then? your conſtancy 


Hath left you unattended hark, more knocking ! 


[Kino l. 


Set on your n 'zht-gown, left occaſion call us, 
And ſhew us to be Watchers; be not loſt 
So peorly in your thoughts. 


Macb. To know my 7 deed, "were beſt not know my 
ſelf, 


: Wake, _— with this — would, thou coulaſt! 


LE xeunt, 


„ 12 ith ne, auhen ov) ry Wiſe 8 nes! | 
The Kefledtion i is not only drawn from the Truth and Working of 
Nature ; but is ſoexpreſt, as that it might have been copied from th.8 
Paſlageof Soy no CLE +, Which Stobœus has quoted in his Chopicr 
upon Fearfulneſs, | 

Aale year Tor T6 oct abe Joel 

Zach rule es jent : alarm the Mas of Fear, Fater 
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Enter a Porter. 5 
35 [Knocking ævitchix. 
Part. Here's a knocking, indeed: if a man were por- 
cer of hell: gate, he ſhould have old turning the key. 
[K] Knock, knock, knock. Who's there, i'th“ 
name of Be/zebub ? h.re's a farmer, that hang'd him 
ſelf on the expectation of plenty: come in time, have 
napkins enough about you, here you'll ſwear torr. 
Knack] Knock, knock, Who's there, in th' other de 
vil's name? faith, here's an equivocator, (16) that could 
ſwear in both the ſcales againſt either ſcale, who com- 
mitted treaſon enough for God's fake, yet could not 
equivocate to heav'n: oh, come in, equivocutor, - 
[Knack] Knock. knock, knock. Who's there? faith, 
(15) here's an F agli taylor come hither for ſtea i 042 
of a French hoſe : come in, taylor, here you may rot 
your gooſe. [Knock] Knock, knock. Never at qui 
what are you? but this place is too cold for hell. Jt. 
devil-porter it no further: I had thought to have let in 
ſome of all profeſſions, that go the primroſe was to thy 
everlaſting bonfire. [Knock] Anon, anon, I pray youu, . 
remember the porter. „„ 


| Enter Macduff, and Lenox. 
Macd. Was it ſo late, friend, ere you went to hed, 
That you do lie ſo late? 
Port. Faith, Sir, we were carouſing *til! tle ſecond . 
cock : al 
And Drink, Sir, is a great provoker of three things. 
Macd. What three things doth Drink efpeciaily pro- 
voke ? He Wes So 


(16) Heres an Equivocater = ble committed Treaſon enam 
fer Cod's fate, Sc.] This Sarcaim is levell'd at the Jeſuits, who 
were ſv miſchievous in the Reigns of Q. Elizabeth and King Fames : 
1ſt, and who then firſt broach'd that damnable Doctrine. OE 

i | | 5 Mr. Vurbirtas. 
17 Here's an Engliſh Taylor came bither for ſtealing cu: f. 
French hoſe :] The Archnefs of this Joak conſiſts in this; That # 
French Hoſe being ſo very ſhort and ftrait, a Taylor muſt be a perfes? 
Maſter of his Art who could fteal any thing out of it. As to the 
Nature of the French hoſe, we have ſeen that in Henry VIIIth : 
our Poet calls them foort-boliter” d Breecher, Mr. Farburton. 
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Port. Marry, Sir, noſe· pointing, ſleep, and urine. 
Lechery, Sir, it provokes, and unprovokes ; it provokes 


the defire, but it takes away the performance. There- 


fore much Drink may be ſaid to be an equivocator with 
| lechery ; it makes him. and it mars bim; it ſets him on, 
and it takes him off; it perſwades him, nd difteantens - - 


_ him ; makes him ftand to, and not ſtand to z in conclu- . 


fion, equivocates him into a fleep, and giving him the 
lie, leaves him. 

Macd. I believe, Drink gave thee the lie laſt night. 

Port. That it did, Sir, i'th' very throat on me; but 
J requited him for his lie; and, I think, being too ſtrong 

for him, though he took up my legs ſometime, yet 1 
made a ſhift to ) caſt him. | 

Macd. Is thy maſter ſtirrir g? 
Our knocking has awak'd him; here he comes. 
| Len. Good morew, noble cir, 


Enter Macbeth. 


2 Gocd- -morrow, Both. 
Macd. Is the King ſtirring, worthy Thane ? 
Mach Not yet. 
Mad. He did command me to call timely on him ; 
I ve almoit fl:pt the hour. 

Macb. I'll bring you to him. 

 Macd. I know, this is a joyful trouble to you : 
But yet 'tis one. 
Mach. Lhe labour, we delight in, pbyſicks Pain; z 
This is the door. 
Macd. I'll make fo bold to call, for *tis my limited | 
5 ſervice. [Ext Matdo®. 
Len. Goes the King * to-day . 
| Mack. He did appoint ſo. go 
Len. The night has been unruly ; ; where we lar, 
Our chimneys were blown down : And, as they fay, 
Lamentings heard ith? air, ftrange ſcreams of nth, 
Aud propheſying with accents terrible 
Of dire combuition, and confus'd events, 
New hatch'd to th' woful time: * 
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The obſcure bird clamour'd the live-long nighe. 
Some ſay, the earth was fev'rous, and did ſhake, | 
Mach. Twas a rough night. 

Len. My young 3 cannot ot parallel - 
A ads to it. 


. nter Macduff. 


Alacd. O horror! horror . 
Nor tongue. nor heart, cannot conceive, nor name 
thee - 
| Mach. and bs What's the matter? 
Nad. Confuſion now hath made his maſter-picce ; ; 
Moſt facrijegious murther hath- broke ope 
Ihe Lord's anointed temple, and ſtole thence 
The life o'th* building. | 
Mach. What is t you ay } the life ? 
Len. Mean you his Majefty ? 
Macd. Approach the chamber, and leſtroy ycur ſight 
With a new Gorgen, -—— Do not bid me ſpeak ; 
See, aud then tpeak your ſelves: awake! awake! 
[Exeunt Macbeth and Lenox. 
Ring the alarum- bell — murther! and treaſon 
Banguo, and Donalbaine ! Malcolme ! awake! 
Shake off this downy al death's counterfſeit, 
And look on death it felf ———— up, up, and ſee 
Ihe great Doom's image Malcolme ! Banguo! 
As from your graves riſe up, and walk like ſprights,. 
(13) To countenance > this horror.- 


Bell rinzs. Enter Lady Macbeth. 
Laa. W hat 5 the buſineſs, 


(18 ) To countenance this borrer. Ring the Bel!. L- 
1 have ventur'd to throw out theſe laſt Words, as no part of tho 
eat. Macduſf had ſaid at the Beginning of his Speech, Ring out 
„' Alarum- Rel; but if the Bell had rung out immediately, not a 
5 2 of what he ſays could have been diſtinguiſh d. Ring the 
Bell, I ſay, was a Marginal Direction in the Prompter's Book 
ſor him to order the Bell to be rung, the Minute that Macduff | 
ceaſes ſpeaking. _ : 
In proof of. this, we may 1 that the Hemiſtich ending 
Macduff*s Speech, and that beginning Lady Macberb's, make up 
a compleat Verſe. Now if Ring the Bell had been a part. of the 
Text, can we imagine the Poet would * begun the Lady" s Speech 
with a broken Line? OT 
B 4 Thag 
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That ſuch an hideous trumpet calls to- parley | 


Ihe ſleefers of the houſe ? ſpeak. 


Macd. Gentle lady, 


Ii is not for you to hear what I can ſpeak. 
The repetition in a woman's ear 


w ould murther as it pai Oo — Bangu * 


Enter Banquo. 


Our roval maler 5 murther d. 


Lady. Woe, alas! 


What, in our houſe ?-— - | C 


Baz. Tco cruel, any where, 
Macdi, . Pr ythee, contradict thy ſelf, 
And ſay, it is not ſo. 


Eater Macbeth, Lenox, and Roſſe. 


Alacò. Had I but dy'd an hour before this chance, 
I had liv'd a bleſſed time: for, from this inflant, 


Therc's nothing ſerious in mortality; 
All is but toys; Renown and Grace is dead; 
Ine wine of life is drawn, and the mere lees 


Sy 18 left this vault to br.'g of. 


Eu nter Malcolme, and Donalbaine 


Dim: What is amif? 
ach. You are, and do not Lnow't : 


The ſpring, the bead, the fountain of your blood 


Is ſtopt; the very ſource of it is ſtopt. 


acbb. Your royal f.ther's murder d. 
Mal. Oh, by whom ? 


Len. Thoſe * his. chamber, as it ſoem'd. had Jon? ts. 


Their hands and faces were all _ with blood, 


So were their daggers, which, unwip'd, we found 
Upon their pillows ; they ſtar'd, and were amen; ; 


No man's life was to be truſted with them. 


Mach. O, yet I do repent me of my fury, 
That did kiil them. 


Macs. W hæreſore 40 you. ſo. ? 
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| Mach. Who can be — . _ cate and fi. | 


rious, - 
Loyal and neutral in a moment? no man. 

The expedition of my violent love 

Out- run the pauſer, Reaſon. Here, lay Duncan ; 
His ſilver skin laced with his golden blood, 

And his gaſh'd Stabs look'd like a breach in Nature, 
For Ruin's waſtelul entrance; there, the murtherers ; - 
Steep'd in the colours of their trade, their daggers | 
Unmannerly breech'd with gore: who could retrain, - 
That had a heart to love, and in that heart 

: Courage, to make's love known ? 


Lady. Help me hence, ho! — |[Seeming to unt. 


Macd. Look to the lady. 

Mal. Why do we hold our tongues, 
That moſt may claim this argument for ours? 
Don, What ſhou'd be ſpoken here, 

Where our Fate, hid within an augre-hole, 
May ruſh, and ſeize us? Let 5 away, our tears 
Are not yet brew'd. 55 

Mal. Nor our ſtrong ſorrow on 


The foot of motion. 
Ban. Look to the lady; [Lady Macheth i; carr”. 15 e. 


And when we have our naked frailties hid, 
That ſuifer in expoſure ; let us meet, 
And queſtion this moſt bloody piece of work, 
To know it further. Fears and ſcruples thake us. 
In the great. hand of God I ſtand, and theuce, 
Againſt the undivulg'd pretence I ßght 
Of treas' nous malice. _ N 
Macb. So do J. 
FI}, So, all. | 
| Mach Let's briefly put « on man! readiuefs, 
And meet i'-h' hall together. 
All. Well contented, 


| Ital. What will you do? let's not ccnfort Witt. eis 
To ſhew an unfelt ſorrow, is an ofãce 

Wich the falſe man does eaſie. III to England. 
Don. To Treland, I; our ſepurated fortune 
Shall keep us both the afer ; where we ale, 


There 


: (x Fenk. 
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There's daggers in mens ſmiles ; the near in blood, 

The nearer bloody. 

Mal. This murderous ſhaft, that's ſhot, 
Hath not yet lighted ; and our ſafeſt way 

Is to avoid the aim. Therefore, to horſe ; 

And let us not be dainty of leave · taking. 

But ſhift away; ; there's warrant in that theft, 

Which an it ſelf when 3 s no _' left. | 5 

[Exeunt. 


SC E N E, the Outf de of Macheth's Cafile. 
1 nter Roſle, With an old Man. 
Od Man.” Hreeſcore and ten I can remember well, 


Within the volume of which time, I've . 


| en 1 
dawn dreadfu!, and things ſtrange ; but this lore night 
Hat! trifled former knowings. 

Fee. Ah, good father, 
Thou ſceſt, che heav'ns, as troubled with man's act, 
Threaten this bloody ſtage: by th' clock, tis day; 
And yer dark night ſtrangles the travelling lamp: 
Is rn:got*: predominance, or the day's ſhame, 
 Th:.t darkneſs does the face of earth intomb, 
When living ligut ſhould kiſs it? 
Oui M. Ieis unnatural, 
Even like the Deed that's done. On Tueſday laſt, 
A falcon, towring in her pride of place, 

Was by a mouſing owl hawkt at, = kill'd. | | 
_ Koffe. And Duncan's Borten, (a thing moſt ſtrange and 

certain) (19) 

75 Beautcous and ſwift, the minions of the Race, 


5 70 And Duncan's Herſes, (a Thing moſt 3 * certain ) 
Beaute us and fevift, rhe Minions of their Race, ] | 
I am pretty certain, all the Copies have err'd, one after Another, 
in this Reading: and that I have reſtor d the tiue One. The Poet 
docs not mean, that they were the beft of their Breed; but that 
they were excellent Racers: in which Senſe he very poetically calls 
tuem, the Minions of the Race. This is a Mode of Expreſſion, 
Which he ſeems very fond of. So, before, in this Play. 
Like Valour' $ M „ carved out bis Paſſage ; 


* 
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" arn'd wild in nature, broke their ſtalls, flung out. 
Coatending gainſt obedience, as they wo 
Make war with man. 
d α M. "Tis ſaid, they eat each other. 
Fase. They did lo; to the amazement of mine ** 
That look'd upon't. 


Enter Macduff. 


Here comes the good Macduff. 
How goes the World, Sir, now ; 
Macd. Why, ſee you not? 
Raſſe. It * who did this more chan bloody 
Deed ? | 
| Macd. Thoſe, that Macbeth hath lain. 
| Rofſe. Alas, the day! 
What good could wy pretend? 
Macd They are ſuborn'd; 
Malcolm and Donalbaine, the King's two Sons; 
Are ſtol'n away and fled ; which «ar upon chem 
Suſpicion of the Deed. 
Raſſe. Gainſt nature ſtill; 
Thriftleſs ambition ! chat will ravin up 
Thine own life's means. Then *tis moſt like, 
The Sovereignty will fall upon Macbeth ? 
Macd. He is already nam'd, and gone ta Scone, * 
To be inveſted. 
Rafe. Where is Duncan's body 3 
Macd. Carried to Colmes-hill , | 
The ſacred ſtorehouſe of his Predecefior:, . 
And guardian of their bones. 
Raſſe. Will you to Scone ?- 
Macd. No, Couſin, I'll to Fife, 
| Rofſe. Well, I will thither. 
Macd. Well, - we you ſee things wel done chere, 
(: dieu; ; 
: Lei our old robes fit eafier chan our new * 


King John. 
Fortune /pa:1 cull forth 


mn © 27 One fide her bappy Minion. 
1}. Henry, IV. 


Wh: is feveet Fortune” $ Minion , ard ber Pride 
And again ; 


<< - - Gentlemen 7 the Shade, Migkas of the Moon. 
" 
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Roſe. Pink wel, Father. 
Old M. Cod's beniſon go with you, and with thoſe. 
152 would make good of bad, and friends of foes 


LE æeuni. 


"AV Mk 


SCENE, 4a Apart n. ent in 7 the Palace. 


2 ater Banquo. 


Hou haſt it now; King, Camry. Glami:, 


all 
The weird women promis'd ; and, [ fear, 
Thou plaid'it moſt foully for't, yet it was ſaid, 
It ſhould not ſtand in thy Poſterity ; 
But that my ſelf ſhould be the root, and father 
Of many Kings. If there come truth from them, 
(As upon thee, Macbeth, their ſpeeches ſnine) 
Why, by the verities on thee made good, 
May they not be my Oracles as well, 
4* ſet me up in hope? but, huſh, no more. 


= Trumpet; Na e Macbeth as 1 Lay Mac- 


| beth, Lenox, Roſſe, Lords and Attendants. 


Mach. Here's our chief gueſt. 
Lady. If he had been 4 
lt had been as a gap in our great Feaſt, 
And all thiags unbecoming. 
Nach. To night we hold a Glen ſupper, sir, 
And 171 requeſt your preſence. 
Van. Lay your Highneſs? 
Command upon me; to the which, my Dutics 
Are with a moſt indiſſoluble ys 
For < ever Enit. 


Mach. Ride you this afternoon ? 
Ban. Ay, m lord. 
Mach. We 2 Hie elſe deſir d 
Your good advice (which ſtill hath been both grave 
And proſperous) in this day's Council; but 
We'll take to-morrow. Is it far you ride? 
Baz. As far, my lord, as will fil up the time 
' Twixt this and ſupper. Go not my horſe the beter, 
T muſt hecome a borrower of the night 
For a dark hour or twain. - 
Macb. Fail not our feaft. 
Ban. My lord, I will not. 
Mach. We hear, our blood Couſins are + beten 4 
In England, and in re and; not confeſſing 
Their cruel Parricide, filling their hearers 
With ſtrange invention ; but of That to-morrow ; 
When therevithal we ſhall have cauſe of tate, 
Craving us jointly. Hie to horſe: adieu, 
_ Till you return at night. Goes Fleance with you? 
Ban. Ay, my good lord; our time does call upon us. 
Mach. 1 wiſh your horſes ſwiſt, and ſure of foot: 
And ſo I do commend you to their backs. 
Farewel. ” 
| [Exit Banque 
Let ev'ry 1 man be maſter of his time „ 
Till ſeven at night ; to make ſociety 
The ſweeter welcome, we will keep our 1 
Till ä alone: till then. God be with you. 
Exeunt Lady Macbeth, and Lerds, 


= 4 Let ev ry Man be Mafter of i bi: Time 


| Till fe na at night, to ae Society 
The ſebeeter welcome : We ꝛuiil keep our ſcif 


Till Supper Time alane.] I am ſurpriz d none of as} Fritcre ſhon!d 
_ quarrel with the Pointing. How could ey'ry Man's being Maſter of 
his own Time till Night, make Society then the fa eter ? for, ſo, 


every Man might have gone into Company in the mean while, and 


pall'd himſelf for the Night's Entertainment. My Regulation, 1 


dare warrant, retrieves the Poet” Meaning. © Let every Man (fays the 
6 King,) be Maſter of his own time till Seven o“ Clicck : and that 
<C may have the ſtronger Enjoyment of your Companies then, III 
<< abſtain from all Company till 9 | 


Manent 
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; Was i it not yeſterday we ſpoke * ? 
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| Manent Macbeth, and a Serwant. 


Sirrah, a word with you: attend thoſe men 


Our pleaſure? 
Ser. They are, my lord, without the Palace-gate. 


Macb. Bring them before us To be thus, is no- 


But to be ſafely his. . Our fears in 1 5 
Stick deep; and in his era of Nature 


Reigns That, which would be fear'd. 'Tis much he dares, | 


And to that dauntleſs temper of his mind, 

He hath.a wiſdom that doth guide his valour 

To a& in fafety. There is none but he, 

Whoſe Being I do fear: and, under him, 

My Genius is rebuk'd ; as it is ſaid, 

 Antony's was. by . He chid the Siſters, 
When firſt they put the name of King upon me, 

And bad them ſpeak to him; then, Frophet: like, 

They hail'd him father to a line of K ing. 
Upon my head they plac'd a fruitleſs Crown, 

And put a barren Scepter in my gripe, 

Thence to be wrench'd with an unlineal hand, 

No ſon of mine ſucceeding. If tis fo, 

For Banguo's iſſue have I fi. d my mind; 

For them the gracious Dunear have I wörtber d: 

Put rancours in the veſſel of my Peace 

Only for them: and mine eternal jewel 

Giv'n to the common enemy of man, 

To make them Kings: The Seed of Banga Kings: : 

Rather than ſo, come Fate into the liſt, 

And champion me to th' utterance — who's there ? 


Enter Servant, and two Murtherers. 


Go to the door, and ſtay there, till we call. 


Mur. It was, pleaſe your Highneſs. 

Mach. Well then, now 
You have conſider d of my ſpeeches ? know, 
That it was he, in the times paſt, which held you 


* [Exit ſervant, 


”" —_—= 
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$ under fortune ; which, you thought, had how: 
| Our innocent ſelf; this | made good to you 


In our laſt conf rence, paſt in probation with you : 


How you were borne in hand, how crolt ; the inftru- | 


ments 


Who wrought with hem: p_ all things elſe, that might 


To half a foul, and to a notion craz'd, 
Say, thus did: Panquo. 
1 Mur. True, you made it known. 
Mach. I did ſo ; and went further, which is now 
Our point of ſecond meeting. Do you find 
| Your patience fo predominant in your nature, 
That you can let this go? are you ſo goſpell'd, 
To pray for this good man and for his flue, . 
Whoſe heavy hand hath bow'd you to the Grave, 
And beggar'd yours for ever? 
1 Mur. We are men, my liege. 


Mach. Ay, in the catalogue ye go for 1 men; 
As hounds, and greyhounds, mungrels, ſpaniels, curs, 
Showghes, watcr-rugs, and demy-wolves are cleped 
All by the name of dogs; the valued file 
Diſtinguiſhes the ſwift, the ſlow, the ſubtle, | 
The houſe-keeper, the hunter, every one 
According to the gift which bounteous Nature 
HFath in him clos'd ; whereby he does receive 
Particular addition, from the bill 
That writes them all alike: and ſo of men. 

Now, if you have a ſtation in the file, | 
And not in the worſt rank of manhood, ſay it; 
And I will put that buſineſs in your boſoms, 

Whoſe execution takes your enemy off ; 
Grapples you to the heart and love of us, 

Who wear our health but ſickly in his life, 

Which in his death were perfect. 

2 Mur. I am one, 

Whom the vile blows and buffets of the TY 

Have ſo incens'd, that I am recklels whes- 
do to ſpite the —_ 

I Maur. And J another, 

do weary wit diſaſters, tugg'd with fortune, 

That I would ſet my life on any chance, 


Te 
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To mand it, or be rid on't. 
Mach. Both of you 
Know, Banque was your enemy. 

Mur. True m y lord. 

Mach. So is he mine: and in ſuch bloody Aide, 
That every minute of his Being thraſts 
Againſt my near'ſt of life ; and though I could 
With bare-fac'd Power ſweep him from my ſight, 
And bid my Will avoueh it; yet I muſt not, 

For certain friends that are both his and mine, 
| Whoſe loves I may not drop; but wail his Fall, 
Whom I my ſelf ſtruck down: and thence it is, 
That | to your aſſiſtance do make love, NT 
Masking the bufineſs from the common eye 
For ſundry weighty reaſons. 
2 Mur. We ſhall, my lord, 
Perform what you command us. 
i Mur. Though our lives 


Mach. Your {pirits ſhine chrough you. In this hour, 


| | at mot, 
I will adviſe you where to plant your ſ-lves ; 
Acquaint you with the perfect ſpy o'th* time, 
The moment ont; (for't mult be done to night, (21) 
And ſomething from the Palace: always thought, | 
1 hat I require a Clearnels 4) and with him, 


(21) fer t muſt be dane to Nig be. 

And ſomething from the Palace : always thought, 
Tnat 1 require a Clearneſs ;] The latter Branch of this Sentence Mr. 
Pipe has ſunk upon Us, in both bis Editions, tho" it is avthoriz'd 


by all the preceding Copies. If I may venture to gne's at the Rea- 


ton of his ſuppreſſing theſe Words, it was becauſe he did not under- 


ſtand them: but Macbeth mlans, that the Murtherers muſt ” 


every ſtep remember, he requires not to be ſuipected of the Fact 


ſtand clear from all Imputations, which might affect him in * 
Oi nions of People. I have frequently obſerv'd, how minutely 


S bake; peare is uſed to follow his Hiftory in littic particular Circum- 
fances. This is one ſignal Inſtance. Let us hear honeſt Heling- 


ſbead (from whom he has copied this whole Tale) in lis Hiſtory cf 


Scotland g. 172. = = - He willed therefore the jame Bangquhe with 
his Sen named Fleance to come to a Supper that le bad prepared f. 
them ; ⁊cbich was, indeed, as he bad devijed, prejent Death at the 


hanas of certain an abo he Fired t6 execute that Deed; ap- 


panting rbem to meet cvitb the Jane Banqulio ard 115 Sen without the 


1 wet 8 Palace, 


(ro 


0 
* 


(ro leave no rubs nor botches in the Work) 

Fleance his ſon, that keeps him company, 

(Whoſe abſence is no leſs material to me, 

Than is his father's) muſt embrace the fate 

Of that dark hour. Reſolve your ſelves a- part, 

EGS O ĩᷣ r 

Mur. We are reſolv'd, my lord. i 
Mach. I'Il call upon you ſtraight; abide within. 


[Exeunt Murthererss. 


If it find heav'n, muſt find it out to night. 


SCENE, another Apartment iu the Palace. 


Enter Lady Macbeth, and a Servant. 
_— Banguo gone from Court ? 


Serv, Ay, Madam, but returns again to nights 


 _ Laay. Say to the King, I would attend his leiſure 
For a few words. : Canes 


Serv. Madam, I will, LY Exit] 


Lady. Nought's had, all's ſpent, 
Where our deſire is got without content: 
"Tis fafer to be That which we deſtroy, 
Than by deſtruction dwell in doubtful joy. 


Enter Macbeth. 


How now, my lord, why do you keep alone? 
Of ſorrieſt fancies your companions making, | 


Uling thoſe thoughts, which ſhould, indeed, have dy'd | 


With them they think on? things without all remedy 
Should be without regard; what's done, is done. 
Macs. We have ſcotch'd the ſnake, not kill d it— (2 2) 
She'll cloſe, and be herſelf ; whilſt our poor malice 
. e Remains 


Palace, as they returned t9 their Lodęing 
that he would not have his Houſe flandered' batthat in time to come 


be m1, bt clear himſelf, if Any thing were laid to bis ebarge upin Any 


 Suſp:c'on that might ariſe. | 
(22) We have icorch'd the Snake, not kill d it, | A 
She'll cloſe, and be herſelf; ] This is a Paſſage, which has all along 


 palle© 
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s, and there to flea them, ſo 
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Remains in danger of her former tooth. 
But let both Worlds disjoint, and all things ſuffer, 
Ere we will eat our meal in fear, and ſleep 
In the affliction of theſe terrible Dreams, N. 
| That ſhake us nightly. Better be with the Dead, 5 
(Whom we, to gain our Place, have ſent to Peace,) 1 
Than on the torture of the mind tolie | 
In reſtleſs ecſtafie Duncan is in his Grave; 
Aſter life's fitful fever, he ſleeps well; _ 
Treaſon has done his worſt ; nor ſteel, ror poiſon, 
Malice domeſtick, foreign levy, nothing 
Can touch him further! Re 
| Lady. Come cn; | 
Gentle my lord, ſleek o'er your rugged looks; 
Be bright, and jovial, mong your gueſts to night. 
8 Macb. So ſhall I, Love, and fo, I pray, be you 
Let your remembrance ſtill apply to Banquo. 
Pre ſent him Eminence, both with eye and tongue: 


JF 


uo  v kad 


Paſſed current thro* the Editions, and yet, I dare affirm, is not cur 
Author's Reading. What has a Snake, cloſing again, to do with 
Ats being ſcorch' d? Scorching would never either ſeparate, or dilate a 
ite Parts; but rather make them inſtantly. contract and ſorive,. 

SHAKESPEARE, Iam very well perſuaded, had this Notion in 
bis bead; that if you cut a Serpent or worm aſunder, in ſeveral 
Pieces, there is ſuch an unQious Quality in their blood, that the diſ- 
member d Parts, being only placed near enough to touch one another, 
will cement and become as whole as before the Injury receiv d. The 
Application of this Thought is to Duncan, the murther d King, and 
his ſurviving Sons. Macbeth conſiders them ſo much as Members ot 
the Father, that tho' he has cut off the Old Man, be would ſay, 
he has not entirely kill'd him, but he'II revive again in the Lives ot 
his Sons. Can we doubt therefore but that the Poet wrote, as I have 
reſtor d to the Text, | 0 5 
Mie baveſcotch'd the Snake, not hildie® 8 
To ſcotch, however the Generality of our Dictionaries happen to omit 
the Word, ſigniſies, to notch, flaſh, tact, cut, with Twigs, Swords, 
| &c. and fo our Poet more than once has uſed it in his Works. 
 CoRIOLANUS. 5 1 ans bg” . 
He vas too bard for bim directly, to ſay the Truth ont : Befcre Co- 
rioli, be ſcotch'd him, and notch*d him, lite a Carbenado. | 
AN Ton v and CLEOPA TRA. | 
Well beat em into Bench-boles : I have yet 
Room for fix Scotches more, NN 3 
I made this emendation, when I publiſk'd my SR AEK TS YEAR E 
our d; and Mr. Pope has vouchſafed to embrace it in his laſt 


. Unſafe 


The Ti ay of Macbeth. 


Unſafe the while, that we muſt lave our honours 
In theſe ſo flatt'ring ſtreams, and make our faces 
Vizors tour hearts, diſguiſing what they are l- — 
Lady. You muſt leave this. 
Mach. O, full of ſcorpions is my mind, dear wife! 

Thou know'ſt, that Banquo, and his Fleance, lives. 
| Lady. But in them, Nature's copy's not eternal. 

Mach. There's comfort yet, they are aſſailable; 

Then, be thou jocund. Ere the Bat hath flown 

His cloyſter d flight, ere to black Hecat's ſummons 

The ſhard-born beetle with his drowſie hums 
HFath rung night's yawning peal, there ſhall be done 

A Deed of dreadful note. . 

Lady. What's to be done? _ ED 
Macb, Be innocent of the knowledge, deareſt chuck, 

Till thou applaud the Deed : come, ſeeling Night, (23) 

Skarf up the tender eye of pitiful day, : 

And with thy bloody and inviſible hand 
Cancel and tear to pieces that great bond, 

Which keeps me pale! Light thickens, and the Crow 
Makes wing to th' rooky wood: 

Good things of day begin to droop and drowze. 

_ Whiles night's black agents to their prey do rowe, 
Thou marvel at my words; but hold thee ſtill; 
Things, baJ begun, make ſtrong ies _- Fw 
So, pr Tn go with me. may 


8 0 E N E Sa to a Park; the Caftte 
at 4 diſtauce. 


Enter three Murtherers. 


UT who did bid thee 3 join wich us 2 


* Mur.] 
” | "I Mar. Macbeth. 5 
> 1 


(na) - - - 3 FRY Ni TY | 3 | 
Slarf up the tender Eye of pit a/ day ; ] Mr. Rowe and Mr. Pepe, 
neither of them were aware of the Poet s Metaphor here, and ſo have 
blunder'd the Text into nonſenſe, I have reſtor” d from the old Copies, 
« =. - come ſesling — 
| i. e. 
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2 Mur. He needs not our Miſtruſt, ſinee he deli 
— _ - 8 5 
Our offices, and what we have to do, 

To the direction juſt. n 

1 Maur. Then ſtand with us. 5 
The weſt yet gfimmers with fome ſtreaks of day: 
Now ſpurs the lated traveller apace, 

To gam the timely inn; and near approaches 
The ſubject of our watch. „„ 


8 


3 Mur. Hark, I hear horſes. 
Banquo within. Give us light there, ho! 
2 Mer. Then it is he: the reſt, 33 
That are within the note of expectation, | * 
Already are 1'th' Court. | | | 
1 Mur. His horſes go about. 3 _ 
3 Mev. Almoſt a mile: but he does uſually, 
(50 all men do,) from hence to th' Palace-gate 
Make it their Walk. 1 


. 


Euter Banquo and Fleance, with a Torch, 4 


2 Mur. A light, a light, 
3 Mur. "Tis he. 
I. Mur. Stand tot. = 

Ban. It will be rain tonight. _ 

1 Mur. Let in come down. [ Dey aſſault Banquo. 
Ban. Oh, treachery! De ; | 
Fly, Fleance, fly, fly, fly, 1 5 * 


i. e. blinding, It is a term in Falcenry, when they run a thread thro? 
the Eyelids of a Hawk firtt taken, ſo that the may ſee very little, 
or not at all, to make her the better endure the Hood. This they 
call, ſceling a Hawk. „„ 1 
(24) He needs not to miſtru$, - - -] Mr. Pepe has here ſophiſticat- 
ed the Text, for want of underſtanding it. I can eafily ee, that 
he conceiv'd This to be the Meaning; that Macbeth had no Occaſion 
to miſtruſt the Murtherers he had employ d, and plant another upon 


them. But the Text in the Old Copies ſtands „ | 


5 He needs not our Miftruſt - - 1 
Macherhb had agreed with the two Murtherers, and appoints a Third to 
aſſiſt them. The Jo are Somewhat jealous of him at firſt, but 
finding that he was So particular and preciſe in his Directions, that ite 
knew every part of their Commiſſion, they agree, that there 15 no 
_ need to miſtruſt him, and ſo bid him ſtand with them. Thou 
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Thou may 'ſt revenge. Oh ſſave! 
[Dies. Fleance F Eſcapes. 
3 Mur. Who did firike out the light? 
1 Mur. Was't not the way ? 
3 Mur. There's but One doun; 8 fon 
Is fled. 
2 Mur. We've loſt beſt half of our affair. 
1 Mur. Well, let's aways my fay how much + 


done. LZæeunt. 


8 C E N E changes to 4 Hig of Stare in | 
. Caſile. 


4 4 Banguet mer Enter Macbeth, Lady, Roſſe, Le- 
| nox, Lords, and Attendants. 


IJ 


Mac. o v know your own degrees, ſit down : 
At firſt and laſt, the hearty welcome. 
Lords. Thanks to your Majeſty. 
Mach. Our ſelf will mingle with ſociety, 
And play the humble Hoſt: 
Dur hoſteſs keeps her State, but in beſt time 5 
We will require her welcome. [ They fe. 
Lady. Pronounce it for me, Sir, to all our friends, 
For my heart ſpeaks, they're welcome. 


Enter firflt Murtherer. 


Mach. See, they encounter thee with their heart 
8. 
Both ſides are even: here I'll fit Pth* midſt ; ; 
Be large in mirth, anon we'll drink a meaiure if 
The table round There's blood upon thy face. Wh 
II o the Murtherer, aſide, at the door. 2 
Mur. "Tis Banquo's then. La 
Mach. Tis better thee without, than he within. 9 
Is he diſpatch'd ? \ 
Mur. My lord, his throat is cut, I hat E for him. 
acbb. Thou art the belt of cut · throats ; yet he. _ Ba 
good, 1 
| That did tue like for Fleance : if chou aid it, | | i. 
Thou art the non-pareil. 17 
Mur. Moſt royal Sir, 49 
Fleance is ſcap'd. Aach. * 
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Mach. 2 comes my fit again: I had elſe been per- 


Whole as the marble, founded as the rock ; 


As broad, and gen'ral, as the caſing air: 
But now I'm cabin d, Tribb'd, confin d, bound in 


To ſawey Doubts and Fears, But Banguo's ſafe? — 


Mur. Ay, my good lord: fafe in a dich he bides, | 
With twenty trenched gaſhes on his head 
The leaft a death to nature. 

Macb. Thanks for that; 
There the grown ſerpent lyes: the worm, - hy fled, 
Hath Nature that in time will venom breed, 
No teeth for th' preſent. Get thee gone, to morrow | 


We'll hear 't our Me ves again, [Exit Murtherer. 5 


Lady. My royal lord, 
Vou do not give the cheer ; the feaſt i is 5 ſold, 
'That 1s not often vouched, while *tis making ; | 
Tis given, with welcome. To feed, were beſt at home ; 
From thence, the ſawce to meat is e 1 
| Meeting were bare without it. 
| [ The Ghoſt of Banquo riſes, and fits in Macbeth: plac. 
Mach. Sweet remembrancer! 
Now good digeſtion wait an appetite, 
And health on bo. h! 
| Len. May't pleaſe your Highneſs fit? 
Mach. Here had we new our Country 8 1 Tonour 
Eg, + * 
Were the grac d perſon of our Banguo Preſent, — 
(Whom y 17 rather challenge for 8 
| Than pity for miſchance ) 
| 92 His abſence, Sir, | | 
Lays blame upon his promiſe. Pleas't your highneſs 
Jo grace us with your royal Compeny i ? ” 
Macb. The table's full. [Srarting. 
Len. Here's a place reſerv'd, Sir. 55 
Mach. Where? 
Len. Here, my good lord. 
What is't that moves your Highneſs ? 
Mach. Which of you have done this ? 
| Lords. What, my good lord? _ 
Mach. Thou can 1 not ſay, [ did it: never ſhake 


* 
6 


en e ee 
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Th goary locks at me. 
_ Roſe. Gentlemen, riſe 3 his Highneſs i is not well. 

Lady. Sit, worthy friends, my lord is often thus, 
And bath been from his youth. Pray you, keep ſeat. 
The Fit is momentary, on a thought 
He will again be well. If much you note him, 
You ſhall offend him, and extend his paſſion; 

Feed, and regard him not—Are you a man? 
| [ To Macb. afide, | 
Mach. Ay, and a bold one, that dare look on TS. 
Which might appall the Devil. 

Lady. O proper ſtuſt! | 

This is the very painting of your fear ; [ aſid. 
This is the air-drawn-dagger, which, you ſaid, 
Led you to Duncan. Oh, theſe flaws and ſtarts 
(1 mpoſtors to true fear,) would well become 
A woman's ſtory at a winter's fire, 
Authoriz d by her grandam. Shame it ſelf! — 
Why do you make ſuch faces ? when all's done, 
You look but on a ſtool. | N 

Mach. Pr'ythee, ſee there! 

Behold! look! loe! how ſay you? 

{ Pointing to the Ghoſt. 
Why, what care 11 if thou canſt nod, ſpeak too. 
If charnel-houſes and our graves muſt ſend 

Thoſe, that we bury, back; our Monuments 
Shall by the maws of kites. 

[ The Gb 22 


Lady. What ? quite 1 in _ ? 
Mach. If I ſtand here, I ſaw him. 
Lady. Fie, for ſhame! = 
Mack. Blood hath been ſhed ere now, i'th' olden 
time, 
Ere humane Statute purg'd the gen'ral weal ; (25) 
Ay, and ſince too, Murthers have been perform'd 
Too terrible for th' ear: the times have been, 


(25) Ere humane Statute purg d the gentle Meal. ] Thus all the Edi- 
tions: but Mr. Warburten very juſtly advis'd, as I have reform'd 

the Text, gen'ral Weal: And it is a very fine Peri phraſis ( ſays 
4 He) to ſignify, ere civil Societies were inſtituted. For the early 
„ Murthers, recorded in Scripture, are hen alluJed to: and Mac- . 

C getb's apologizing for Murther from the Antiquity of the Example 
n very natural. | 
That, 
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That, when the brains were out, the man would die, 


And there an end; but now they riſe again 


With twenty mortal Murthers on their crowns, 


And puſh us from our ſtools; — 
Than ſuch a murther is. 
. My worthy lord, 
Your noble friends do lack you. 
Mach. || do forget. 
Do not muſe at me, my moſt worthy friends, 
I have a moſt ſtrange Infirmity, which is nothing 


To thoſe that know r me. Come, Love and Health to 


all! 
Then I'll fit down : give me ſome wine, fill full 
I drink to th' general joy of the whole table, 
And to our dear friend Banguo, whom we miſs; 
Would he were here! to all, and nw" we thirſt, | 


And all to all. 


Lords. Our Duties, and the pledge. 
I The So riſes again. 
Mach. Avaunt, and quit my ſight! Let the earth 
e 
Thy bones are marrowleſs, thy blood is cold ; 
Thou haſt no ſpeculation in thoſe eyes, 


Which thou doſt glare with. 


Lady. Think of this, good Peers, 


But as a thing of cuſtom ; tis no other; 


Only it ſpoils the pleaſure of the time. 
- Mach. What man dare, I dare: 


Approach Thou like the rugged & fan bear, 
The arm'd rhinoceros, or Hyrcanian tyger, 


Take any ſhape but That, and my firm nerves 


Shall never tremble : Or, be alive again 
And dare me to the Deſert with thy word; 


If trembling I inhibi, then proteſt me 
The baby of a girl. Hence, horrible ſhadow ! 


being gone, 


Unreal mock'ry, hence ! Why, ſo, | 
{ The Ghoſt | wan; Her. 3 


(26) 8 e bt ! Let the Earth pide thee! ] i. e. 


As thou art a dead Thi ing, the Earth, thy Grave, ought to overwhelm 
and cover thee from human Sight. Thus lo (in the Prometheus chain'd, 
vy Z#ſcbylus) in her Frenzy fanſying that the faw the —— of 1 


Aus, complains that the Earth does not hide him tho dead. 
Or v xνον,ẽðe ꝓ Y ace 


I am a man again: pray you, fie ſtill. 


[ The Lords riſe. 
| Lady. You have difplac'd the mirth, broke the good 
| Meetin 
With moſt admir d diſorder. 


Mach. Can ſuch things bs, 

And overcome us like a Summer's cloud, . 
Without our ſpecial wonder? Vou make me ung. 
_ Ev *n to the diſpoſition that I owe, 

When now 1 think, you can behold ſach ſights ; 
And keep the natural Ruby of your Checks, 

When mine is blanch'd with fear. 
Raſſe. What ſights, my lord? 


Lady. I pray you, ſpeak not ; he grows work and. 


worſe ; 
Queſtion enrages him: at once, night. 
Stand not upon the Order of re 
But go at once. 
Lien. Good night, and better health 
5 Attend his Majeſty! 


Lady. Good night, to all. [ Exeunt Lords, 
Mach. It will have blood, they fay ; blood will have 
blood : 


Stones have been known to move, and trees to ſpeak: 3 
Augurs, that underſtood relations, have (27) 

By mag-pies, and by choughs, and rooks brought fork 
The ſecret'ſt man of blood. —What is the night! 


Ps Almoſt at odds with Rn; which is wich. | 
C | 


Mach. 


(27) ARG that bee Relations, have | 

By Magpies, and by Choughs, and Rooks, brought forth | 

The ſecret ſt Man of Blood. | Conſcience, as we may learn from Plutarch, 
has ſometimes ſupply d the Office of Augury in this Point. One Beſ- 
ſus, he tells us, who had a long Time before murtber' d his Father, 


going to ſup at a Friend's Houſe, ſuddenly with his Spear pull'd down 
a Swallow's Neſt, and kill'da!l the VoungOnes. The Company enquir- 


ing into the reaſon of his Cruelty, Don't you bear, ſays he, how they falſe- 
2 me of having kill'd my Father ? Vid. Plutarchum de Ser& 
uminis Vindifd. * remarkable a Story is recorded by him, in 
another Tract, upon which the Greeks founded their Proverb, 
Al ICurs Vp Eycus the Poet being ſurpriz d by Robbers in 
a Deſart, as they were about to kill him, call'd out to a Flock of 
5 chat flew over his Head, to bear Witneſs of his Murther. 
Theſe Murtherers ſometime afterwards fitting in the Theatre, and 


Y 
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% The Nuzrch of Macbeth, + 
Mach. How fay'ſt thos, that * denies his 


: At our great bidding 1 


Tach. Did you ſend to him. Sir 7 
Mach. 1 hear it by the way; but I will ſend: 
There's not a Thane of them, but in his houſe * 
] keep a feryant fred. I will to morrow = 

(Betinies 1 wih) unto the we ird fiſters: 


M.ore ſhall they ſpeak ; for now I'm bent to know, 
By the worſt mean, the wort, for mine on good. 


All cauſes ſhall give way; I am in blood 

Stept in ſo far, that, ſhould 1 wade no more, 

Returning were as tedious as go o'er: 

Strange things E have in head, that will to hand: 

Which muſt be acted, ere they may be ſcan d. 
Lady. You lack che Seaſon of all Nature's Sleep. 
Mach. Come, we'll id ſleep; my ftrange and felf abuſe 


freing a Flight of Cranes, ald in Triumph to one another; Rebold, 
Ibycus's Avengers ! The Words being overheard, the Robbers were 
apprehended, rack'd upon Suſpicion, and brought to a — of 
the Murther. And thus, as Auſonius ſays, 

Ibycus ut perut, vindex fuit x. Herr Grus, 


Monſieur Le Ferre, in his Lives of the Greek Poets, has concluded 


with remarking on Deus, chat as he lv d a Poet, fo he dy'd a 


Proapber. 


(28) Pere is not One if them, J Thus the modern Editors. But, 
One of Nbom ? Macbeth has juſt ſaid, that he heard, Macduff meant 
to diſobey his Summons: and he would immediately ſubjoin, that 


| there is not a Man of Macduffs Quality in the Kingdom, but He has 


a Spy under his Roof. This is un nderſtood, not expreſs'd as the Text 
as yet has ſtood. The old Folio's give us the Paſſage thus; | 
There”s net a one of them - - - | 
Here we again meet with a deprav'd Reading; but it is fuch a One, | 
a5, J am perſuaded, has led me to the Poet's true Word and Meaning. 
eres rot 'a Thane of them, 


I. e. a Nobleman : and ſo the Peers of Scotland were all call'd, till 


Earls were created by Malcalme the Son of Duncan. The Etymology 
of the Word is to be found in Spelman's Saxon Gloſſary, Wormius's 
Dauiſh Hiſtory, Caſanbon de Lingua Saxonica, &c. And m = Emen- 
dation, I conceive, is ſufficiently confirm'd by what Holingſhead, 
from whom our Author has extracted ſo many Particulars of i Hiſto- 
ry, exprelly fays in proof of this Circumſtance. For Macbeth had © 
in every Nobleman's Houſe fone ſly Fellow er other, in fee with bim; 


10 reveal All that vas ſaid or done, within the : by whi 8 


Vlight be oppreſi'd the moſt part of the Nobles of bis Realm, 


Is 
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Is the initiate fear, that wants hard uſe : | 
Wen yet but youngin Deed, (29) [Tarr 


SCENE changes to the Heath. 
Thunder. Enter the three Witches, meeting Hecate- 


HY, how now, Hecat', you look anger! 1 
/ FHec. Have I not reaſon, Beldau, 5 
e e 
Sawcy, and over- ow did you dare 
To trade and traffick with Maachelb, 35 4 | 
In riddles and affairs of death? 
And I the miſtreſs of your Charms, 
Ihe cloſe contriver of all harms, 
Was never call'd to bear my part, 
Or ſhew the glory of our Art? 5 
And which is worſe, all you have done 
Hath been but for a weyward fon; 
Spightful and wrathful, who, as others do, 
Loves for his own ends, not for you. 
But make amends now ; get you gone, 
And at the pit of Acheron 5 
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Meet me ith* morning: thither he 15 
Will come, to know his deſtiny ; " 
| Your veſſels and your ſpells provide, * 3 
Vour charms, and every thing beſide. bis 


I am for th Air: this night TIl ſpend 


Unto a diſmal, fatal end. . 5 

(29) Were yet but young indeed.] If we tranſpoſe theſe Words, j 

we ſhall find, they amount to no more than This, Ve are yet indeed ivy 
But ycung. But this is far from comprizing either the ” 4 | | 

Macbeth's, Meaning. I read, - - in Deed, +, e. but little inur'd «iy 

| yet to Acts of Blood and Cruelty : for Time and Practice harden Vil- _ 

Jins in their Trade, who are timorous till ſo harden d. So Macbeth * 

ſays bee; | nf) NO ANOEEnS * 

Things bad begun ſtrengthen tbemſelves in Ill, N 1 


So, afterwards, 3 
Direneſs, familiar to my ſlaugbt rous Thoughts, 
Cannot once ſtart nme. 5 
So in 3d. n IIS 
Made impudent with uſe F evil Deeds. 7 
C 2 Great 
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Great buſineſs muſt be wrought ere noon : 

Upon the corner of the Moon 
There hangs a vap'rous drop, profound ; = 
I'll catch it ere it come to 


And That, diſtill'd by mogick flights, 
Shall raiſe ſuch artificial Sprights, 
s, by the ſtrength of their illuſion, 
Shall draw him on to his confuſion, 


He ſhall ſpurn fate, ſcorn death, and bear 


His hopes bove wiſdom, grace, and fear: 


And you all know, Security 
Is mortals chiefeſt enemy. | [Muſick and. a Song. 


Hark, I am call'd ; my little ſpirit, ſee, 
Sits in the foggy cloud, and ſtays for me. 
[Sing within, Come away, come away, &C. 


1 Mit. Come, let's make — ſhell ſoon be back 
1 [Exit. 


80 EN E changes to a Chamber, 
Enter Lenox, end another Lord. 
V former ſpeeches have but hit your thoughts, 


Ter. 
Which can interpret farther : only, I fay, 
Thivgs have been ſtrangely borne. The gracious Duncan 


Was pitied of Macbeth—marry, he was dead: 
And the right. valiant Banguo walk d too late. 


Whom you may ſay, if t pleaſe you, Fleance kill'd, 


For Fleance fled : men muſt not walk too late. 


o cannot want the thought, how monſtrous too 
It was for Malcolm, and for Donalbaine | 


Jo kill their gracious father? damned fact 


How did it grieve Macbeth ? did he not ſtraight 


In pious rage the two delinquents tear, 


That were the ſlaves of drink, and thralls of lep; 


Was not that nobly done ? ay, wiſely too; 
For *twould have anger'd any heart alive 


To hear the men deny't. So that I fgy, 
He has borne all things well; and I do think, 
That had he Duncan's ſons under his key, 


(As, — J's heay u, he ſhall not; they ſhould 
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What 'twere to kill a father: ſo ſhould Fleance. 
But peace ! for from broad words, and cauſe he fail 
His preſence at the tyrant's feaſt, L hear, 

Macduff lives in diſgrace. Sir, can you tell 
Where he beſtows himſelf? 

Lord. The Son of Duncan, (30) - 

From whom this tyrant holds os due of Birth, 
Lives in the Exzliſß Court; and is recivd 

Of the moſt pious Edzcard, with ſuch grace, 
That the malevolence of fortune nothing 

Takes from his high reſpect. Thither Macduff 

Is gone to pray the King upon his aid 

Jo wake Northumierlan', and warlike Seyward ; ; 
That by the help of theſe, (with Him above 
To ratifie the work,) we may again 

Give to our tables meat, ſl:ep to our nights: 
Free from our feaſts and banquets bloody knives 3 ; 
Do faithful homage, and receive free honours, 
All which we pine for now. And this report 


(20) The Sons of Duncan | 

From ⁊obom this Tyrant holds the Due of Birb] 1 have ſet riplit this 
Paſſage againſt the Authority of cur unobſerviag Editors. And the 

Proofs of my Emendation are obvious. In the firſt place, Macbeth 


could not be ſaid to hold the Due of Birth from Both oc ms 


Sons. The Succeſſion to the Crown was the Right of II. I %. 
and Donalbaine could have no Right to it, as long as his Ede; Bro. 
ther or any of his Iſſue were in Being. In the next place, the Son, 
of Duncan did not Both ſhelter in the Engliſo Court. Upon the Dif- 
covery of their Father's Murther, we find them thus determining. 
Mac. /t England. | 
| Donal. To Ireland I; our ſeparated Fortune 

Shall heep us both the ſafer, = = = 
This Determination, tis plain, they immediately pot into Act, or 
Macbeth had very ill Intelligence: | 

Me hear, our bloody Couſins are beftow'd 
In England and in Ireland. 


——- 


Nor were they together, even at the Time when Malcolm diſputed : 


85 his Right with Macbeth, 
Who knows, if Donalbaine be with his Brother ? 
Len. For certain, Sir, be is not. 


Beſides, Hector Boethius and Holing ſhead (the latter of Of i our Au- 


thor preciſely follows ;) both inform us, that Donalbaine remain d in 


Treland till the Death of Malcolm and his Queen ; and then, indeed, 


he came over, invaded Scotland, and wreſted the Crown from one of 
I his Nephews, | | 
C3 Hath 
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_ Hath fo exaſp'rated their King, that he 
_ Prepares for ſome attempt of War. 
Len. Sent he to Macduff? 
Lord. He did; and with an abſolute, Sir, act J. 
The cloudy meſſenger turns me his back, 
nd hums ; as who ſhould fa you'l rue the time, 
That clogs me with this — 
Ten. And that well might 
Adviſe him to a care to hold what ae 
His wiſdom can provide. Some holy Angel 
Fly to the Court of England, and unfold 
His meſſage ere he come ! that a ſwift Bleſſing 
May ſoon return to this our ſuffering Country, 
nder a hand accurs'd! 
Tora. Tu ſend my pray 'rs with him. 


[Exeunt. 


18 "| 


Aer w. 


l - SCENE, e dark Cave; in the midde, 4 


great Cauldron barning. 


'F hun der. Enter the three Witches, 


1 Wiren, 


H RI C E FR het aded cat hath ew d. 8 
2 Witch, Twice, and once the kedge pig 
 whind. (31) 
3 Witch, Harper crys, tis time, tis time. 
1 Witch. Round about the cauldron 80, 
In the * d entrails throw. _ 


WY 100 Thrice and ance the Hedve-pig wbiw 4.) 1 have ventur 't, 
againft the Concurrence of the Copies to read, fzuvrce and once: de 
cauſe, as Virgil has remark d, Numero Deus impure guter: and 
three aid nine are e the menen us'd! in all 8 — and — 


9 25 8 r 


% 


: [They march round the Cauldron, and throw in the feve- 


ral Ingredients as for the preparation of their C bar. 


: Toad, that under the cold ſtone, 
Days and nights has, _thirty one, 
 Swelter'd venom ſleeping got: 
Boil thou firſt !th* charmed pot. 
All. Double, double, toil and trouble ; ; 
Fire burn. and cauldron bubble. | 


I Witch. Fillet of a fenny ſnake, 8 


In the cauldron boil and bake ; 

Eye of newt, and toe of frog; 
Wool of bat, and tongue of dog; 
Adder's fork, and blind-worm s . 
Lizard's leg, and owlet's wing: 

For a Charm of pow'rful trouble, 
Like a hell-broth, boil and bubble. 

All. Double, double, toil and trouble, 
Fire burn, and cauldron bubble. 

3 Witch. Scale of dragon, tooth of wall, 
Witches mummy ; maw, and gulf 
Of the ravening ſalt ſea-ſhark; 
Root of hemlock, digg'd iti dark; 
Liver of blaſpheming Jew: _ 

Gall of goat, and ſlips of yew, 

Sliver'd in the moon's eclipſe ; 

| Noſe of Turh, and Tartar's lips ; . 

Finger of birth -ſtrangled babe, 77 

Ditch- deliver d by a.drab; £ 
Make the gruel thick, and ſlab. 

Add thereto a tyger's chawdron. 

For th' ingredients of our cauldron, 
All. Double, double, toil and trouble. 
Fire burn, and cauldron bubble. 

2 Witch. Cool it with a baboon's blood, 
Then the Charm is firm and good. 


-” nter Hecate, and other FO Witches, 


Hee, Oh! well done! I commend your pains, 
Andevery one ſhall thare do? 
4 
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And now about the cauldron ſing, N 5 


that we muſt read, Germins, i, e. Seeds, 
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Like elves and fairies in a ring, 
. 1 in. 


| Muſich and a heap. 


Black Spirits and white, 

Blue Mirits and gray, 

Mingle, ming e, mingle, 
You that mingle may. 


2 Witch. By the pricking of my thumbs 


Something wicked this way comes: 
locks, whoever knocks, 


E ner Macbeth. 


Mach. How now, you ſecret, black, and midnight 
 hags? | 
What is't you do? - 
All. A deed without a name. 
Macb. I conjure you, by that which you profeſs, 
(How &er you come to know it) anſwer me. 


Though you untie the winds, and let them fight 
_ Againſt the churches ; though the yeſty waves 


Confound and ſwallow Navigation up ; 


Though bladed corn be lodg d, and trees blown down, 
Though caſtles topple on their warders heads; 

Though palaces and pyramids do ſlope © 
Their heads to their foundations; though the treaſure 


Of Nature's Germins tumble all together, (32) 
Even till deſtruction ſicken: anſwer me 
Jo what I ask you, 
1 Witch. Speak. 
2 Witch. Demand. * 
3 Witch. We'll anſwer. 
1 Witch. Say, if tf badſt rather ber it from our 
mouths, 


ug 327 - tho' the Treaſure 
07 Nature's germains tumble all coget her.] 


Thus all the printed Copies; and Mr. Pope has explain'd maine 


by Kindred : but I have already prov'd in a Now —_ K. Lear, 


Or 


Or from our maſters ? 
Mach. Call 'em ; let me ſee em. 2 
1 Witch, Pour in ſow's blood, that hath — 
Her nine farrow ; greaſe, that's ſweaten 
From the murth'rer's — throw 
Into the flame: 
Au. Come high or low: 
Thy ſelf and office deftly how. 


Apparition of an armed head * (33) 


Mach. Tell me, thou unknown Power 
1 Witch. He knows thy thought: 
Hear his ſpeech, but ſay thou nought. 


App. Macbeth ! Macbeth Macbeth ! beware dug, / 


Beware the Thane of Fi — diſmiſs me enough. 


Macs. Whate'er thou art, for thy good Caution, thanks, 
ut one word more —— — 


1 Fitch. He will not be commanded ; here's another 
 [Thunder. 


Thou ſt harp'd my fear aright. 
More potent than the firſt. 


| Apparition of a bloody child ariſes. 


App. Macbeth ! Macbeth ! Macbeth ! 
Mach. Had I three ears, I'd hear thee. 


(330 Apparition F an armed Head riſes, = - "Adis F 4 
bloody Child. - - Apparition of 4 Child crown'd, with a Tree 


in his Hand.] I was at a Loſs, why this particular Apparatus and 


Furniture was employ d to theſe three Apparitions. I propos d the 
Queſtion to my ingenious Friend Mr. Warburton, and he gave me 


the following Solution. Did our Author only uſe it for Show, 


we ſhould not, I think, quarrel with him for it. But on Exa- 


«© mination you will find, that the Infgnia of theſe three Ghoſts 


« exactly anſwer to their Speeches. The firſt bids Macbeth beware 


« of Macduff ; this is therefore an armed Head, the Emblem of | 


Caution, and Circumſpect: on. The Second Ghoſt encourages 
him to perſiſt in his bloody Courſes; for none of Woman born 


* ſhould harm him. This Ghott has therefore the Figure of a bloody : 
e child: infinuating, that the Height of Barbarity is the Murther _ 


of Children. The Third Ghoſt tells him, He ſhould never be 
« vanquiſh'd till Birnam Wood remov'd from its Situation: and 
*© conformably to the Subject of its Speech, it has a Branch in its 


e hand and is crown'd; infinuating, that He ſhould wear the Crown 


* Biruam Wood remov'd. 5 : | 
Cs 2 
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2 Be bloody, bold, and reſolute ; laugh to 1 
pow'r of man; for none of woman born 


e Furl] © TDyfend. 


make affarance double ſare, 


1 Bat yer Þll ma live, Macduff : what need I fear of thee ? 
at yet : 
bond of Fate; thou ſhalt not live, 


That I may tell pale- hearted fear, it n 3 | 
An ſleepin ſpight of thunder. 1 


pparition of 4 Child crommind, with a tree in bis band, 


riſes, 


: What i is this, 7 
That riſes like the iſſue of a king. 


And wears upon his bab\-brow the round 


And top of Sovereignty ? 


All. Liſten, but ſpeak not 
App. Be lion-mettled, proud, and take no Care, 


| Who chafes, who frets, or where conſpirers are: 
Macbeth ſhall never vanquiſh d be, until 

Great Birnam wood to Dunſinane s high =: 
Shall come againſt him. [Deſcends. 


Mach. That will never be: 


Who can impreſs the foreſt, bid the tree 
Vufxx his earth - bound root? Sweet boadments ! good ! 
KRebellious Head riſe never, till the wood (34) 
O Birran riſe, and our * Machets - 


Shall 


124) Rebellicus Dead, ri . the Wood | 
Of Birnam riſe, &c.] Thus all the Impreſſions, from the very Re- 
Zinning, exhibit this Paſſage: but I cannot imagine what Notion 
4he Editors could have of the Dead being rebellicus. It looks to me, 
as if they were content to believe the Poet genuine, wherever he 
was myſterious beyond being underſtood. The Emendation of one 


| Letter gives us clear Senſe, and the very Thing waich * Would 


de ſuppos d to ſay here. We muſt reſtore 
Rebellious Head riſe never, 


3. e. Let Rebellion never make s me, till a Foreſt move, 
and I ſhall reign long enough in Safety. Shakeſpeare very frequently 
| uſes this Term to this Purpoſe ; of which I's iuhoin s fow Ex- 
3 Henr. IV 


» + - < + Dons and Bagh Heb we, 
M' Ekventh of this month, at Shrewsbury: : 
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Shall live the leaſe of Nature, pay his breath gn 
To time and mortal cuſtom ! Yet my heart 
| Throbs to know one thing; Tell me, (if your Art 
Can tell ſo much) ſhall Bangw's ide erer 
Reign in this Kingdom? 
All. Seek to know no more. 


[ The cauldron foals 5 into the ground, 


 _ Macb. I will be ſatisfy d. Deny me this, 
And an eternal Curſe fall on you! let me know, 
Why finks that cauldron ? and what noiſe is this? 


[Hautboys. 
* Witch. Shew! 
2 Witch. Shew! 
3 Witch. Shew |! 
All. Shew his eyes, and grieve bla heart 3 
Come like ſhadows, ſo depart. 


[Eight Kings appear end paſs over in 1 and ( 35 ) 


Banquo; he laſt, with @ glaſs in his 
Aale. Thou art too like the e of Banguo ; ; ah 
F. 


OO A mightyanda faarful Head 19 art. 
2 Henr. IV. 
| For his Diviſions, as the Times do brawl, 
Ss Are in three Heads; one Pow'r againſt the French, Yes 
Again, in the 1ſt, Henr. IV. 
We wvere inforc' d for Safety's Sake to fly, 
Out of your Sight, aud raiſe this preſent Head, 
| Henr. VIII. 
My neble Father, Henry of Buckingham, 
Who f:5rft rais d Head againſt uſurping Wan. 
Coriolanus. | 
When Tarquin made a Head for Rowe, be A 
Beyond the mark of others, 
&c. &c. &c. 


Ws 9 5) Fight Kings appear and paſs ever in aus, and Banquo TY 
worth a Glaſs in his band.] The Editors could not help blundering 
even in this Stage - Direction. For tis not Banguo, who ſings * | 


| Glaſs; as is evident from the following Speech: 
And yet the Eighth appears, who bears a'Qlaſs | 
Which ſtews me many more:: and Some I ſee, | 
That twofold-Balls, and treble Scepters carry. 8 
I have quoted the laſt Line, becauſe it will not be amiſs to ob- 
ſerve, that this fine Play, tis probable, was not writ till after 
Elizabeth's Death. Theſe Apparitions, tho* very properly ſhewn 
with Regard to Macbeth, yet are more artfully ſo, When we _ 
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Thy Crown do's ſear mine eye · balls. And thy hair 
(Thou other gold- bound brow) is like the firſt —— 5 


A third is like the former filthy hags | 
Why do you ſhew me this? A fourth Þ— Start eye 


What! will the line ftretch out to th* crack of Doom? 


Another yet! A ſeventh! I'll fee no moro 


And yet the eighth appears, who bears a glaſs, 


Which ſhews me many more; and ſome I ſee, 
That twofold-balls and treble ſcepters carry 
Horrible ſight ! nay, now, I ſee, tis —＋ ; 
For the blood-bolter'd Banguo ſmiles upon me, 


And points at them for his. What, is this ſo ? 


1 Witch. Ay, Sir, allthis is ſo, But why 
Stands Macbeth thus amazedly ? wc 


Come, ſiſters, chear we up his ſprights, 


And ſhew the beſt of our delights ; 
T'll charm the Air to give a Sound, 
While you perform your antick round : 
That this great King may kindly ſay, 


* duties did his welcome pay. - TMufck 


[The Witches dance and vaniſh. 
Mach. Where are they ? gone? Let * perni- 
cious hour | 
Stand ay accuried in the kalendar! | 
Come i in, without chere! JD 


b was 


Ter. What's your Grace's will ? 
Mach. Saw you the weird ſiſters? 
Len. No, my lord, 5 
Mach. Came they not by ou? 
Len. No, indeed, my lord. - 
Mach. Inſected be the air whereon they ride, 
And damn'd all thoſe that truſt them ! I did hear 
The galloping of horſe. Who was't came by? 


Lex. "IRS three, my han, het bring you word, te 


n K. Janes I. r 


His uniting Scotland to England : and when we confider too, that 
CITE CASING 505 69 be the direct Deſcendants from 


3 


mMacdaſ 


— 1 eig — 
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 Macduff is fled to England. 
Mac. Fled to England? 
Len. Ay, my good lord. 
Mach. Time, thou anticipat'ſt my dread exploits: : 
The flighty purpoſe never is o'er-took, 
__ Unleſs the deed go with it. From this moment, 
The very firſtlings of my heart ſhall be 
The firſtlings of my hand. And even now 


To crown my thoughts with acts, be't thought and FIT 


The Caſtle of Macduff I will ſurpriſe, 
Seize upon Fife, give to the edge o'th* ſword 
His wife, his babes, and all unfortunate ſouls 
That trace him in his line. No boaſting like a fool, 
This deed I'll do before this purpoſe cool. J 
But no more ſights. Where are theſe gentlemen? 
— me where das are. 


SCENE changes to Macduff s Caſtle at Fife. 
Enter Pp Macduff, her Son, and Roſſe. 
2 L. Macd. 


the Land? 

' Refer You muſt have patience, Madam. 

ZL. Macd. He had none; | 
His flight was madneſs ; when our actions do not, 
Our fears do make us traitors. 

| Rofſe. You know not, 

Whether it was his wiſdom, or his fear. 


I. Macd. Wildom? to leave his wile, to leave his 


babes, 

His manſion, and his * in a TER Wo 
From whence himſelf does fly? he loves us not, 
He wants the nat'ral touch; for the poor wren, 
The moſt diminutive of birds, will fight, 
Her young ones in her neſt, againſt the owl: 
All is the fear, and nothing is the love; 

As little is the wiſdom, where the flight 


So runs againſt all reaſon. * 


Nee. My deareſt Couſin, ER 
I pray you, ſchool — ſelf ; but for your husband, 


' 
*. 2 2 
= 
„* 
p 
iS 
4 
1 


[Excunt. 


HAT had he done, to make him fly 


'He's 


. 4 2 — 
= 


_— —— 


WE W 
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He's noble, wiſe, judicious, and beſt knows 
The fits 0'th* ſeaſon, I dare not ſpeak much further, 
But cruel are the times, when we are traitors, £ 
And do not know ourſelves: when we hold rumour 
From what we fear, yet know not what we fear; 
But float upon a wild and violent fea 
Each way, and move. I take my leave of you * 
Shall not be long but I'll be here again: 
Things at the worſt will ceaſe, or elſe climb opward | 
To what they were before: My pretty Couſin, 
Blefling upon you! 
L. Macd. Father'd he is, and yet he's fatherleſs. 
Raſſe Iam fo much a fool, ſhould | ſtay longer, 
It would be my diſgrace, and your diſcomfort. 
I take my leave at once. L [ Exit Roſſe. 
T. Macd. Sirrah, your father's dead, 
And what will ycu do now? how will you live? 
Son, As birds do, Mother. 
T. Macd. What, on worms and flies? 
Son. On what J get, I mean, and ſo do they. 
I. Macd. Poor bird! Thoud't never fear the net, 1 nor 
./.... .- ME; 
The pit fall, nor the gin. 


Sen. Why ſhould I, Mother! poorb birds they are not 


et tor. 


father ? 
Son. Nay, how will you do for a War 


L. Mac, Why, I can buy me twenty at any market. 
Son. Then you'll buy 'em to ſell again. 


L. Macd. Thou ſpeak ſt with all thy wit, an] yet, 


i'faith, 
With wit enough for the. 
Son. Was my father a traitor, mother ? 
L. Macd. Ay, that he was. 
Son, What 1s a traitor? 
L, Macd. Why, one that ſwears 20 lies. 
Son. And be all traitors, that do ſo ? | 


L. Macd. Every one, * does 25 is a traitor, and 


muſt be hang d. 


| 1 ; 


\ 
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Son. And muſt they all be hang d, chat wear and le 5 
IL. Macd. Every one. 

| Sox. Who muſt hang them? 

LI. Macd. Why, the honeſt men. 

Son. Then the liars and ſwearers are fools ; for cho are 
liars and ſwearers eno w to beat the honeſt men, and Thang . 
up them. 

79 15 Mac. God help thee, poor monkey ! but how wilt 
thou do for a father? 5 

Sass. If he were dead, you'd veep for lis if you 
would not, it were a good fign that I ſhould quickly have 

a new father 

T. * Poor praller bow thou talk ſt ? 


Enter a Merger. 


| Well. Bleſs you, fair dame! I am not to you : known, 
Though in your ſtate of honour I am perfect; 

I doubt, ſome danger does approach you nearly 

If you will take a homely man's advice 

Be not found here; hence with your little ones. 

To fright you thus, methinks, I am too ſavages _ 
To do worſe to you were fell cruelty, 

Which is too nigh your perſon. Heav'n preſerve you! 
I dare abide no loager. [Exit Meſſenger, 
L. Macd. Whither ſhould I ly? 7? g 


I've done no harm, But I remember now, 
I'm in this earthly world, where to do harm 
1s often laudable; to do good, ſometime 
Accounted dang' rous folly. Why then, alas! 
Do ! put up that womanly defence, : 
To ſay, Pd done no harm? what are theſe faces ? 


E nter Archer, 


e Where is your laben! ? 

I. Macd. J hope in no place fo enfant ed, 

Where ſuch as thou may'ſt find him. 8 

Aſur. He's a traitor. 

Son. Thou ly'ſt, thou nag. ear d villain. | 

Mur. What, you egg? - Ts Illis him, 
Young fry of treachery ? 


Sen, 
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Son. He as kill'd me, mother, 


Run away, pray co [Exit L. Macduff, crying murther ; 
 Murtherers purſue her, 


SCENE changes to the King of. England's 
| Palace, 


KE nter Malcolm and Macduf. 


Mal Ex us ſeek out ſome deſolate ſhade, and there 
Weep our ſad boſoms empty. 
Macd. Let us rather 
Hold faſt the mortal ſword ; and, like good men, 
Beſtride our downfal birth- doom: each new morn, 
New widows howl, new orphans cry; new ſorrows 
Strike heaven on the face, that it reſounds 
As if it felt with Scotland, and yell'd out 
Like ſyllables of dolour. 
Mal. What I believe, I'll wail ; | 
What know, believe; and what I can redreſs, 
As I ſhall find the time to friend, I will. 
What you have ſpoke, it may be ſo, perchance ; 
This tyrant, whole ſole name bliſters our tongues, 
Was once thought honeſt : you have lov'd him well, 


He hath not touch'd you yet. I'm young; but ſome- 


thing (36) 


Vou may deſerve of him through me, and wiſdom 


J0o offer up a weak, poor, innocent lamb, 
T appeaſe an angry Gd. 

Macd. I am not treacherous. 

Malc. But Macbeth is. . 
A good and virtuous nature may recoil 


(36) N 7 m young, but Sanding 


Yau may diſcern of him through me, &c. 11 If the whole Tenour of 
the Context could not have convinced our blind Editors, that we 


ought to read deſerve inſtead of diſcern, (as J have corrected in the 
Text, ) yet Macd ff s Anſwer, ſure, might have given them ſome 

Light,. I am not treacherzus, There is another Paſlage, in 
which vice verſa the ſame Error has been committed upon the other 
word: K. Lear. (Old 4to in 1808 | 

= - - en Eye deſerving 

Thine Honour from tby Suff ring. 

where the Senſe evidently demands, diſcerning, 


\ \ 4 \ * \ \ \ i 


That which you are, my thoughts cannot tranſpoſe ; 
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In an imperial Charge. I crave your pardon : 


Angels are bright ſtill, though the brighteſt fell: 
Though all things foul would wear the un of grace, 
yet grace muſt ſtill look ſo. 
Macd. I've loſt my hopes. 

Mal. Perchance, ev'n there, where [ did find my doubts, 
® Why i in that rawneſs left you wife and children? 
Thoſe precious motives, thoſe ſtrong knots of love, 

Without leave-taking ? J pray you, 
Let not my jealouſies be your diſhonours, 
But mine own ſafeties: you may be rightly juſt, 
Whatever I ſhall think. 
Macd. Bleed, bleed, poor Country 
Great tyranny, lay chou thy Baſis ſure, 
For goodneſs dares not check thee q wear thou thy 

- wrongs, 

His title is affear'd. is thee well, Jood: 
I would not be the villain that thou think'R, 
For the whole ſpice that's in the tyrant's graſp, 
And the rich Eaſt to boot. 
Mal. Be not offended ; 
I ſpeak not as in abſolute fear of you. 
I think, our Country ſinks beneath the yoak ; 
It wes. it bleeds, and each new day a gaſh 
Is added to her wounds. I think withal, 
There would be hands up lifted in my right: 
And here from gracious England have I Offer 
Of goodly thouſands. But for all this, 
When I ſhall tread upon the Tyrant's head, 
Or wear it on my ſword, yet my poor Country 
Shall have more vices than it had before: 
More ſuffer, and more ſundry ways than ever, 
By him that ſhall ſucced. 
Macd. What ſhould he be? 

Ma lc. It is my ſelf J mean, in whom I know 
All the particulars of vice ſo grafted, EO 
That when they ſhall be open d, black Macbeth 
Will ſeem as pure as ſnow, and the ak State 
Eſteem him as a lamb, being compar d . 
With my confineleſs harms. 


: ——ä—m—ä— 2 
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And my more-having would be as a ſawce 


Macd. Not in the legions 
Of horrid hell can come a devil x more ö 


In Evils to top Afacbeth. 


Mal. 1 grant him bloody, 


Luxurious, avaricious, falſe, deceitful, 
Sudden, malicious, ſmacking of ev'ry fin 

That has a name. But there's no "nl none, 
In my Voluptuouſneſs : your wives, your daughters, 
Your matrons, and your maids, could rot fill up | 
The ciſtern of my luſt ; and my Deſire 

All continent impediments would o' er- bear, 

That did oppoſe my will. Better Macbeth, 
Than ſuch an one to reign. 88 


Macd. Boundleſs intemperance 


In nature is a tyranny; it hath been 
Th' untimely emptying of the happy Throne, 


And fall of many Kings. But fear not yet 
To take upon you what is yours: you may 
Convey your pleaſures in a ſpacious plenty, . 
And yet ſeem cold, the time you may ſo hoodwink : 
We've willing Dames enough; there cannot be 


That Vu'ture in you to devour fo many, 


As will to Greatneſs dedicate themſcty cs, | 


Finding it ſo inclin'd. 


Mal. With this, there grows, 


In my moſt ill. compoꝰ'd affection, ſuch 


A ſtanchleſs Avarice, that, were I King, 
I ſhou!d cut eff the Nobles for their lands; 
Deſire his jewels, and this otacr's houte; 


ww 2 


To make me hunger more; that I ſhou'd forge 


Quarrels urjuſt againſt the good and loyal, 
_ Deitroying them for wealta. 


Macd. 'i'his avarice 


Sticks deeper; grows with more pernicious root 3 7 
Than ſummer- teeming luſt ; and it hath deen 


LE 


37) < <= » grows with mare perniciaus Rat. 


ban Summer- ſeeming Laſt.] Mr. Warburten concurr'd with 4 8 


in obſerving, that Cummer-ſeeming has no manner of Senſe: 
therefore bo.h corrected — 2 
an 
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The Sword of our ſlain : yet do not fear; 
Scotland hath foyſons to fl up your will * 
Of your mere o.] n. All theſe are portable, 
With other graces weign'd. 

Mal. But I have none; the King-becoming graces 7 
As juſtice, verity, temp'rance, ſtableneſs, 
Bounty, perſey” rance, mercy, lowlinefs, N 
Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude; 

1 have no reliſh of them, but abound 

In the diviſion of each ſeveral crime, | 
Acting it many ways. Nay, had I power, I ſhould : 
Pour the ſweet milk of Concord into Hell, 


| OUproar the univerſal peace, confound 


All unity on earth. 
Macd. Oh Scotland! Scotland! 
 Ial. If ſuch a one be fit to * ſpeak : 
Tam as I have ſpoken. 
Macd. Fit to govern? 
No, rot to live. Oh, nation miſerable, 
With an untitled tyrant, bloody - ſceptred! 
When ſhalt thou ſee thy wholeſome days again? 
Since that the trueſt Iſſue of thy Throne 


| By his own interdiction flands àccurſt, 


And does blaſpheme his Breed: Thy royal father 
Was a moſt fainted King ; the Queen, that bore thee, 

Oftner upon her knees than on her feet, | 

Dy'd every day ſhe lid. Ou, fare thee well! 

Theſe evils, thou —_ at 't upon thy felt 


. 


Than 88 Luft. - | 
i. e. the Paſſion, which laſts no longer than the Shae: of Life, „ and 


which goes off in the Winter of Age. Beſides, the Metaphor is 


much more juſt by our Emendation; for Summer is the Seaſon in 
which Weeds get Strength, grow rank, and dilate themſelves. 

2 Henry VI. 

- - - - - Now "tis the Spring, | 

Aud Weeds are ſhallow- rooted; ſuſſer them now, 

And they" ll o erg roto the Garden, © | 2 
The ſame Image our Author in another Paſſage conveys by a 


equivalent Epithet, ſummer-ſwelling, 


2 Gent. of Verona, 


Diiſdain to root the ſummer-ſw elling Flw'r, | 
make rough Winter — 


5 


ß a 
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' Have baniſh'd me from Sc:t/and. Oh, ad breaſt! | A 1 
Thy hope ends here. W 
Mal. Macduff, this noble Paſſion, Py 
Child of integrity, hath from my foul H. 
Wip'd the black ſcruples; reconcil'd my thoughts Wm A 
To thy good truth and honour. Deviliſh Macbeth =." 
By many of theſe trains hath ſought to win me [--- 
Into his pow'r: and modeſt wiſdom plucks me if 
From over-credulous haſte ; But God above - 
Deal between thee and me ; for even now 11 
I put my ſelf to thy direction, and -F 
Unſpea l mine own detraction; here abjure þ 
The taints and blames I laid upon my felf, 1 


For ſtrangers to my nature. I am yet 
Unknown to woman, never was forbworn 
Scarcely have coveted what was mine own, 

At no time broke my faith, would not betray 
The devil to his fellow, and delight 


No leſs in truth, than life: my firſt falſe-ſpeaking L 2 
Was this upon my ſelf. What I am truly, "MW -:- 1 


Is thine, and my poor Country's, to command : 


Whither, indeed, before thy here-approach, 
Old Sirvard with ten thouſand warlike men, 
All ready at a point, was ſetting forth. 
Now we'll together, and the chance of goodneſs 
Be like our warranted quarrel ! Why are you ſilent ? 


Macd. Such welcome, and unwelcome things, at once, 
"Tis hard to reconcile. 


E nter a De gor. 


Mal Well ; more anon. Comes the King forth, I G 


pray you? 
Do. Ay, Sir; there are a crew of wretched ſouls, 


That ſtay his Cure; their malady convinces 
Ihe great aſſiy of Art. But at his Touch, 


Such ſanctity hath heaven given his hand, 


They preſently amend. „ 


Mal. I thank you, Doctor. 
Macd. What's * diſeaſe he means? 
Mal. Tis call'd the Evil; | | 
N A moſt 


the Cure of the Evil was to deſcend to the Succeſſors in the Royal 
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A moſt miraculous work in this good King, 
Which often ſince my here · remain in England 
I've ſeen him do. How he ſollicits heav'n, 
Himſelf beſt knows; but ſtrangely-viſited people, 
All ſwoln and ulc'rous, pitiful to the eye, 
The mere deſpair of ſurgery, he cures; 
Hanging a golden Stamp about their necks, 
Put on with holy prayers : and tis ſpoken, 38) 
To the ſucceeding Royalty he leaves 
The healing Benediction. With this ſtrange virtue, 
He bath a heavenly gift of Prophecy ; 


And ſundry bleſſings hang about his Throne, 
That — — full of grace. 


Enter Roſſe. 


Maca. See, who comes here! 


Mal. My country man; but yet! know him not. 
Macd. My ever- gentle Couſin, welcome hither. 
Mal. I know him now. Good God betimes r remove 

The means that makes us ſtrangers! 

Roſe. Sir, Amen. 
Macd. Stands Scotland where it did ? 
Rofſe. Alas, poor Country, 
Almoſt afraid to know it ſelf. It cannot 


Be call'd our Mother, but our Grave; where nothing, 
But who knows nothing, is once ſeen to ſmile: 


Where ſighs and groans, and ſhrieks that rend the air, 
Are made, not mark'd ; ; where violent ſorrow ſeems 


„ en, 

Jo the ſucceeding Royalty be leaves 

The healing Benediction.] Mr. Warburton acutely obſerv'd to me 

upon this Paſſage, that as, it muſt be own'd, Shakeſpeare is often 
_ guilty<of moſt ſtrange Abſurdities ; ſo, on the other hand, in this 

Inſtance he has artfully avoided One. He had a Mind to hint, that 


Line. But the Confeſſor was the Firſt, who pretended to this Gift : 
Ho then could it be at that Time generally ſpoken of, that the 

Gift was to be, beredit 

ing, that Edward had a heavenly Gift of Prophecy ; by which He 

was inform'd, the Cure ſhould remain in his Peſterity. *Tis cer= 

| tain, he was Teſolv'd to throw in the Tradition as a Compliment 

to K. James I. who was very fond of practiſing this Superſtition ; 


and, I doubt not, had Scat Faith in the Sancticy 0.1 his Hand upon 
this Occaſion. 
: A modera 


ary - - This he has ſolv aby inſinuat- 
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A modern ecſtaſie: the dead-man's Knell 
Ts there ſcarce ask'd, for whom : and good mens lives 
Expire before the flowers in their caps; 
Dying, or ere they ſficken. 
Macd. Oh, relation 
Too nice, and yet too true! 
Mal. What's the neweſt grief? 
| Rofſe. That of an hour's age doth uſe the e praker, 
Each minute teems a new one. 
 Macd. How does my wife? 
Rofſe. Why, well. 
Macd. And all my children? 
Rofſe. Well too. ff 
 Macd. The tyrant has not batter'd at their peace ? 
Kale. No; they were well at peace, when I did 
| leave em. 
Macd. Be not a niggard of your ſpeech : how goes ie? 
Rogje. When I came hither to tranſport the tidings, 
Which I have heavily borne, there ran a rumour 
Of many worthy fellows that were out, 
Which was to my belief witneſs'd the rather, 
For that I ſaw the Tyrant's Power a foot; 
Now is the time of help; your eye in S and 
Would create ſoldiers, and make women _ IP 
To doff their dire diſtreſſes, 
Mal. Be't their comfort 
We're coming thither: gracious England bath ( 39) 
Lent us good Siwward and ten thouſand men; 
An older, and a better ſoldier, none 
That Chriſtendom gives out. 


2 


(39) - = - - gracious + Jockin bath 9 7 ee] 
| Lent us 2 Siward, and ten thouſand Men.] This Sicvard was 
Earl of Northumberland ; and an approv'd old Soldier. But it was not 
for this Reaſon alone, probably, that Edward the Confeſſor appoin- 
ted him his General againſt Macbeth: but becauſe the Earl, by his 
Daughter, was nearly link'd with Malccime's Family. We find Mal- 
_ celme afterwards calling him Uncle. It may not be diſpleaſing to the 
curious if I ſubjoin a Pedigree, which will at one View ſhew Si- 


5 wars Relation to Macau me. and Macbetb's to the Scorch Crown. 


0 


The Tragedy of Macheth. 71 

Raſſe. Would, I could anſwer 
This comfort with the like ! But I have words, 

That would be howl'd out in the defart air, 
Where Hearing ſhould not catch them. 
Macd. What concern they? 

The gen' ral Cauſe? or is it a * 

Due to ſome ſingle breaſt ? 

Rofſe. No mind, that's honeſt, | 
But in it ſhares ſome woe; though the main part 5 
Pertains to you alone. 

Macd. If it be mine, 

Keep it not from me, quickly let me have it. | 
Rea. Let not your ears deſpiſe my tongue for ever, 

Which ſhall poſſels them with the heavieſt Sound, 
| That ever yet they heard. 

Macd. Hum! I gueſs at TW 

| Rofſe. Your Caſtle is ſurpriz'd, your wife and babes 
Savagely ſlaughter'd ; to relate the manner, 
Were on the quarry of theſe murther'd deer 

To add the death of you. 

Mal. Merciful heav'n! 
What, man! ne'er pull your hat upon your 3 
Give ſorrow words; the grief, that does not ſpeak, 
Whiſpers the o'er-fraught heart, and bids it break. 
Mac. My children too ! 

Raſſe. Wife, children, Servants, all that could be found. 

Macd. And I muſt be from thence! my wife kill'd too ! 

Ree. Pe ſaid. | 
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Ae 1 IT. — | 4 
had two Daughters 5 1 
| * NY : : ; 1 | 
Biatrice, who married Crinen 3 and Doada, who mar- 4 
by whem She hat >... 1 
FEE) | Earl of | 
. 3 who, marrying bez; 
1 Sizwpard's Daughter, By whom She had 
Ee. by her He . | | "EY | | 
HR 8 Macherb. 
Malcolm * 


S0 that Duncan and Macbeth were Siſters? Children ; and Sivard 
was Malolme's 3 by the Mother's —_— 


Ital. | 
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* 

Lees us med cines of our Reve 

To cure this deadly grief. rea ww” wy 

 _ Macd. He has nochildren. All my pretty ones? 
Did you ſay all? what all? oh, Bell kite all? 

What, all my pretty chickens, and their dam, 

At one fell ſwoop ? 
Mal. Diſpute it like a man. 

MMacd. I ſhalldoſo: 

But J muſt alſo feel it as a man. 

I cannot but remember ſuch things \ were, 

That were moſt precious to me: did heay'n look « on, 
And would not take their part? ſinful Macduf, 

They were all ſtruck for thee! naught that I am, 

Not for their own demerits, but for mine, 

Fell Slaughter on their ſouls: heav'n reſt them now! 

Mal. Be this the whetſtone of your ſword, let grief 
Convert to wrath : blunt not the heart, enrage it. 

Mad. O, I could play the woman with mine eyes. 


And braggart with my tongue. But, gentle heav'n! 


Let's make us Med' cines o great Revenge, 

= ao) cure this deadly Grief. Tow a} 
Macd. He bas no Children, - » - ] This way appear at firſt Sight 

very abrupt, and foreign to the Sentiment we muſt ſuppoſe the Speaker 
then agitated with. But, on Examination, we ſhall have Reaſon to 
confeſs it an Inftance of our Author's great Knowledge of Nature. 
Old Hobbes has obſerv'd, that we always think in a Chain, and that 
our Ideas are concatenated one with another. We ſhall find this Ob- 
ſervation very true in the Inſtance before us. Macduff*s Thoughts 
are all emplo Ag now on Revenge: He firſt conſiders the Manner of 
it: and, in his firſt Trankorts, nothing appears ſo ſuitable as Reta- 
liation : but this brings him to reflect, that he can't have it here, 
for that Macbeth had no Children : on which he breaks out into this 
ſorrowful Reflection. Mr. Warburten. 

We muſt, indeed, acknowledge this Sentiment to have it's Source 

from the Reflection of an intended Revenge; or from an other Reflec- 
tion purely of Tenderneſs, that if Macheth had had any Children, 


he could not have been capable of ſuch Barbarity on Macduff's Off- 


_ bring: 
"= Conftantia, 1 in K. John, when Pardu|, Ife wean comfart her for 
the Loſs of her ſon, cries; 
| He talks ws me, that never bad a Son | 1 
And ſo Queen Margaret, (in 3 Henry VI.) when her Son is tabb'd 
in her preſence, thus exclaims againſt his Murtherers. 
= ER You have no Children, Butchers ; b you bad, 
We Thought of them would bave fir'd up Remorſe, c 
| ut 
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Cut ſhort all intermiſion: front to front, | 
Bring thou this ficnd of Scotland and my elf ; 
Within my ſword's length ſet him, if he 'ſcape, 
Ther heav'n forgive him too! wa 
Aal. This tune goes manly: 1 
Cori, go we to the King, our Power is ready; 
Our lack is noching but our leave. Macbetb 
Is ripe for ſhaking, and the Powers above ; 
Put on their inſtruments. Receive what cheer you may; 
The night is long, that never finds the day. 


ACT V. 


+. 


: SC E NE, An Anti- chamber in Macbeth's 


Enter a Doctor of Phyjich, and a Gentlewoman. 


JJ 
HAVE two nights watch'd with you, but can per- 


laſt walk d? 


unlock her cloſet, take forth paper, fold it, write upon't, 
read it, afterwards ſeal it, and again return to bed; yet 
all this while in a moſt faſt ſleep. . 

Dag. A great perturbation in nature! to receive at 


once the benefit of ſleep, and do the effects of warching. 
In this flumbry agitation, beſides her walking, and other 
actual performances, what (at any time) have you eard : 


' Kniay? 5 
Gent. That, Sir, which I will not report After her. 
Doc. You may to me, and ?tis moſt meet you ſhout, 
Gent. Neither to you, nor any one, having no witncis 
to confirm my ſpeech t. „ 
. . | Zule 


** 


[Exeunt. 


ceive no truth in your report, When was it, ſhe. 


Gent. Since his majeſty went into the field, I have ſcen 5 
her riſe from her bed, throw her night-gown. upon her, 
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Enter Lady Macbeth with a Paper. 


Le, ml has Se comes : this ub very guiſe, and, : 


* my life, faſt aſleep ; obſerve her ſtand cloſe. 
Dec. How came ſhe by that light ? 


Gene. Why, it food by ber; the has light by1 her con- 


tinually, tis her command. 
Dee. You ſee, her eyes are open. 
Gent. Ay, but their ſenſe is ſhut. 


Dock. What is it ſhe does now ? look, how ſhe rubs | 


" her hands. 
| Gent. It is an accuſtom'd action with her, to ſeem thus 
| waſhing her hands: I have known her to continue in this 
a quarter of an hour. | 
Lach. Yet here'sa ſpot. 5 
Doc. Hark, ſhe ſpeaks. I will ſet down what comes 
from her, to fatisfie my remembrance the more ſtrongly. 
Lach. Out! damned ſpot ; out, I ſay 
two; why then, tis time to do't 


hell is murky. 


Fie, my lord, fie, a ſoldier, and afraid ? what need we 
fear who knows it, when none can call our power to ac- 


count ? 2 who would have thought the old 
man to have had ſo much blood in him? 
Doc Do you mark that? 7 


Lady. The Thane of Fife had a wife; where i is ſhe 


now ? what, will theſe hands ne'er be clean ? 
no more o that, my lord, no more o "that: you marr all 


with this ſtarting. | 
Deg. Go to, _ to; you have din what you ſhould 


not. 


LS She has ſpoke what ſhe ſhould not, I am fs of ” 


that : heav'n knows, what ſhe has known. 
Lady. Here's the ſmell of the blood Kill : all the per- 


_ fumes of Arabia will not ſweeten this little hand. On! 8 


on? 0h! _ -- 
Do&. What a ſigh is there? the heart is ſorely Hants. 


Gent. I would not have ſuch a heart-in my boſom, for 1 


| the dignity of the whole body 
Dog. Well, well, well — 
Gent. Pray 'God, it be, Sir. 


one; | 


Dee. 


En oa — = Hr 
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Doc. This diſeaſe is beyond my practice: yet I have 
known thoſe which have walkti in their ſleep, who have 


died holily in their beds. 
Lady. Waſh your hands, nt on your night gown, 


look not fo pale I tell you yet again, Bangus's 
buried ; his von come out of his ig | D 
Dee. Even ſo? 
Lady. To bed, to bed; there's knocking at the gate: 
come, come, come, come, d me your hand: what's 
done, cannot be undone. o bed, to bed, to bed. 


| [ Exit "ag: 
De8. Wilt ſhe go now to bed ? e 
Sent. Directly. | 
Doe. Foul whify rings are abroad ; unnat'ral deeds 
Do breed unnat'ral troubles. Infected minds 
To their deaf pillows will diſcharge their ſecrets. 
More needs ſhe the Divine, than the Phyſician. 
God, God, forgive us all! Look after her, 
Remove from her the means of all annoyance, 
And ſtill keep eyes upon her; ſo, good night. 
My mind ſhe*as mated, and amaz'd my _ 
I think, but dare not ſpeak. 
Gent. Gree night, good Doctor. 
[2 xcuut. 


SCE N. E. chanws to 4 Field, with a 4 


hood at diſtance. 
5 E nter Mentth, Qn Angus, Lenox, and Soldiers. 
| Ment FEE kuli Power is near, led on x by Aal. 
| colm, 


His uncle Sixward, and the good Macduf. 


| Revenges burn in them: for their dear cauſes (41) 


Wong to the n and * grim alarm 


(41) - - - for hos dar Conf 5 
Would ta the bleeding and the grim . Alarm 


Excite the mortified Man.] i. e. the Man, who had abandon'd him— 


ſelf to Deſpair, who had no Spirit or 2 leſt. So Catus 


Ligarius replies to Brutus ; | 
Seu 


Excite 
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Excite the mortified man, 

Ang. Near Birnam-wood 
| Tom we well meet them ; that way are they coming. 
Cath. Who knows, if — ” with his bro- 

BE 

Lep. For certain, Sir, be is not: I ve a file 
Of all the Gentry ; there is Siward's ſon, (42) 
And many unrough youths, that even now 
Proteſt their firſt of manhood. 
Ment. What does the tyrant ? 
Cat. Great Dun/inane he ſtrongly fortifies ; KL 
Some ſay, he's mad: others, that leſſer hate bim, | 
Dio call it valiant fury: but for certain, 

He cannot buckle his diſtemper'd Cauſe 
Within the belt of Rule. 


-- - - Soul of Rome, | 
Brave Sen, deria'd from bonaurable Loins, 
Thu, like an Exorciſt, ba. 3 up 


My mortified Spirit. | Jul. Czar, 1 


(42 ) - - - - therets Siward's Son, 
And many unruff d Youths, that even now 


Proteſt their firft of Manhood. ] This unruff d is a tacit t So- 
phiſtication put upon us by Mr. Pope, in his extraordinary Sagacity ; 


implying, that Malcolm had many Soldiers in his Ranks too young 
to wear a Rufe. This happy Conſtruction might ſeduce One into an 


Error, who was not acquainted with that Gentleman's Spirit of 


_ Criticiſm. Tis true, the old Editions read - - - wnruffe Youths ; 
and our great Orbilius did not diſcern that this was the antiquated 
way of ſpelling, wnraugh, i. e. ſmooth-chin'd, imberbis. And our 


Author particularly delights in this Mode of Expreſſion. To ſubjoin | 


a few Inſtances ; 


- = - = a twwelvemonth and a day, | | 
PI mark no Wards that ſmoothfac'd Woers ſay. . 
Love's Labour loſt, 
Noro, Jove, in his next came of Hair, ſend thee a Beard! = 
2 night. 
oer who knows, = 
Y the ſcarce-bearded Cæſar have not at ſent | | 1 
Eis pow rful Mandate to yu. | | Aut. and Cleop. 
Fer whois he, whoſe Chin is but enrich's 5 „ 
Mitb one appearing hair Henry V. 
| - - - - Tull newborn Chins | : | 
Be rough and razorable. Tempeſt. 
When <vith bis Amazonian Chin be drove 9 EF. 
The briſtled Lips Lefore him. Coriolanus. 
This unhair' d Favucineſi, and boyiſh Traps. _ | 
The King does ſmile at, EK. John. 


Arg, 


* nere 


>. 


Hog. Now do's he feel 
His Goon murthers ſticking on his hands: 
Now minutely Revolts upbraid his faith breach ; 
Thoſe, he commands, move only in command, 
Nothing i in love ; now does he feel his Title 


Hang looſe about him, like a giant's robe 


Upon a dwarfiſh thief. 
Ment. Who then ſhall blame 


His peſter'd ſenſes to recoyl, and ſtart, 
When all that is within him does condemn 
It ſelf, for being there? 


Cath. Well, march we on, | 
To give obedience where tis truly ow'd: 
Meet we the med' cine of the fickly Weal, 


And with him pour we, in our — 8 purge, 


Each drop of us 
Len. Or ſo much as it needs, 
To dew the ſovereign flower, and drown the weeds. 
* me our March towards Birnam. 
| (CE x eunt. 


8 0 E N E, the Caftle of DuNsINAxe. 


Ent nter Macbeth, Doctor and Anendants, 


: Mach. RING me no more Reports, let them fly all: 


Till B:rnam wood remove to Dunſinane, 
J cannot taint with fear. What's the boy Malcolme ? 
Was he not born of woman ? Spirits, that know 


All mortal conſequences, have pronounc'd it: 
Fear not, Macbeth; no man, that's born of woman, 


Shall &er have power upon thee. Then fly 
_ falſe Thane, ; 
And mingle with the Engl;/b Epicures, 0 


"7 The 


(43) - == * en | 
And mingle wwith the Engliſh Epicures. ] I thought this Paſſage . 
deſerve a Note, if it were only to excuſe our Author from any Im- 


putation of throwing a Slur on the Engl i/þ of his own Times, for 


Gluttony and Epicuriſm. He had no ſuch Intention; but artfully 
throws in a oy rical Reflection i in which he is countenanc'd by Hit- 


_ bory, | | The 
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The mind I ſway by, and the heart I bear, 
Shall never ſagg with doubt, nor ſhake with fear. 


Enter a Servant. 


5 The devil damn thee black, thou crenm-factd own! 
Where got'ſt thou that pooſe-l ook ? 


Ser. There are ten thouſand — 
| Mach. Geeſe, villain ? | 
Ser. Soldiers, Sir. 

Mach. Go, prick thy "oy and 8 7 fear, 
Thou lilly-liver'd boy. What ſoldiers, patch ? 
Death of thy ſoul! thoſe linnen cheeks of thine 
Are counſellors, to fear. What ſoldiers, whey- face? 

Ser. The Engliſb force, ſo pleaſe you. 


Mach. Take hy face hence ——Seyton — I'm ſick 


at heart, 
When T behold 


f Will cheer me ever, or diſeaſe me now. 


. 


The Fact is this. | Mandicanuee, {or Canntzs IT l. ) the : 7 
à Contemporary of Macbeth, and who reign'd here juſt before the 


Uſurpation of the latter in Scotland, was a Prince of a courteous and 
| 'beral Nature? but, withal, ſuch a lover of good Cheer, that he 
would have his Table cover'd four times a day, and largely furniſh'd, 


So that the Engliſhmen were ſaid to have learn'd from him exceſſi ve 


Gluttony in Diet, and Intemperance in drinking. He reign'd bare- 
ly two Years, and was ſucceeded by Edward the;Confeſſor. Now as 
Edward ſent a Force againſt Scotland, Macbeth male-volently is made 
to charge this temperate Prince (in his Subjects, ) with the Riots of 


his Predeceſſor. And the Infinuation may ſeem to bear the harder, be- 


cauſe Hardicanute and Edward were allied by a double Tye of Aﬀfini- 
ty. It may pleaſe ſome Readers, if I ſubjoin a ſhort Sketch of their 
Pedigree and Relation to one another. 3 


Etbelred. Emma, + Canutus, 


Edward the Confeſer linden, and Thira ; who married 
5 Earl Godæuin. 
Edith : 
who married with 
Edward the Con- 


feſſor. 


Fo that baus nd and Har wn were Brothers by the Mother ; 1 


and E dard married Hardicanute's own Siſter's Daughter, 


1 


Seyton, I fay ! — this puſh [| 


PEAR So. Ss 


IJ 


„ 88 


we Tragedy of Viacbetn- 7. 


I have liv'd long enough: my way of life 0 
Is fall'n into the Sear, the yellow leaf: 
And that, which ſhould accompany old age, 


As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends, 


I muſt not look to have: but, in their ſtead, 


| Curſes not loud but deep, mouth-honour, breath, 


Which the poor heart would fain deny, and dare not. 


. 3 


9 


5 Soy. What i is your gracious pleaſure ? 
Macb. What news more ? 
Sey. All is confirm'd, my lord, which was reported. 
Mach. VII fight, *till from add bones my fleſh be 
REL hackt ; S - | 
Give me my armour. 
Sey. Tis not needed yet. 


: Mach. I'Il put it on. 


Send out more horſes, ſkirre the country round; 
Hang thoſe, that talk of fear. Give me mine armour, 


How do's your Patient, Doctor? 


Do. Not ſo ſick, my lord, 


As ſhe is troubled with thick-coming *, | * 


That keep her from her Reſt. 

Mach. Cure her of that: 
canſt thou not miniſter to a mind diſeas * 
Pluck from the memory a rooted ſorrow, 
Raze out the written troubles of the brain; 


And, with ſome ſweet oblivious antidote, 
| Cleanſe the ſtuff d boſome of that perilous | ſtuff, 
5 Which weighs upon the heart? | 


Do. Therein the Patient 


| Muſt miniſter unto himſelf. 


Macb. Throw phyſick to the dogs, PI none of i it—— 


) - - - - My way of Life 


MW (44) into the Sear :] i. e. The Progreſs of my Life. So, i in a 
0 F ragment of Menander ; | 


—— I; "ps 508. 


Tho, I am aware, that ſome Commentators have thought L 6 | 


* a poetical Licence, and with Regard to the n. is put for x 
— | 


. upon the * of Old Age. | 
D 4 Come 
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Come, put my armiour on ; Five me my ſtaff. 


| Ceyton, ſend out Dector, the Thanes fly from 


9 —— 


Come, Sir, diſpatch —— IF the ener, Dor, 
y 


The water of my Land, find her diſeaſe, 

And purge it to a ſound and priſtine health; 

I would applaud thee to the very Echo, | 

That ſhould applaud again. Pull't off, I fy — 

What rubarb, ſenna, or what purgative drug, 

Would ſcour theſe E nolifh hence! hear'ſt thou of them? 
Doe. Ay, my good lord; your royal Preparation 

Makes us hear ſomething. 

Macb. Bring it after me; 

J will not be afraid of death and bane, 

Till Birnam-foreſt come to Dunſinane. 

Doc. Were I from Dunſinane away, and clear, 

Profit again ſhould badly draw me here. 


— 


8 0 E N E. e to Birnam Wood. 


* Malcolme, Siward, Macduf, Si ward's "I 


Menteth, Cathneſs, Angus, and Soldiers — 
Mal. OUSINS, I hope, the days are near at 


nd, 
That chambers will be ſafe. 

Ment. We doubt it nothing. 

Sizy, What wood 15 this before us? 

Ment. The wood of Birnam. 

Mal. Let every ſoldier hew him down a bough, 

And bear't before him ; thereby ſhall we ſhadow 

The numbers of our Hoſt, ard make diſcoy” ry 

Err in report of us. 

Sold. It ſhall be done, . 
Siu We learn no other, but the confident tyrant 
Keeps ſtill in Dunſinane, and will endure 
Our lettin down before't. 

Mal. "Tis hs main hope: 
For where there is advantage to be given, / 
Both more and leſs have given him the Revolt; FOR 

n 


= 
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And none ſerve with him but — chings, 
| Whoſe hearts are abſent too. 

- Macd- Let our juſt cenſures 
| Attend the true event, and put we on. 
| Induftrious ſoldierſhip. 
Si. The time approaches, 

That will with due decifion make us know 

What we ſhall ſay we have, and what we owe: 
Thoughts ſpeculative their unſure hopes relate ; 
But certain iſſue Strokes muſt arbitrate : 
| Towards which, advance the war. [ Exeunt marching. 


: SCENE — to the — of Doxsixan. 


Em ter Macbeth, Seyton, and Soldiers with drums and 


colours, 


Iacb, ANG out our banners on the outward walls, | 
The Cry is ſtill, they come: our Caſtle's 


ſtren 
will hank: a ſiege to ſcorn. Here let dom bye, 
Till famine and the ague eat them up: 


Weere they not forc'd with thoſe that ſhould be ours, 
Me might have met them dareful, beard to beard, 

And beat them back ward home. What is that noiſe ? 

[4 cry evithin of æuomen. 


Sey. It is the cry of women, my good lord. 
' Mach. I have almoſt f res the taſte of fears: 
The time has been, my ſenſes would have cool'd 


To hear a night-ſhriek ; and my fell of hair 


Would at a diſmal treatiſe rouze and ſtir, 


As liſe were in t. I have ſupt full with horrors; 


Direneſs, familiarto my ſlaught'rous thoughts, 


8 Cannot once ſtart me. Wherefore was that Cry * 


Sey. The Queen, my Lord, is dead. 
Macb. She ſhould have dy d hereafter; 
There would have been a time for ſuch a word. 
To morrow, and to morrow, and to morrow, 


|| Creeps in this petty pace from day to day, 


Ivo the laſt ſyllable of recorded time ; 


Ds And 


. ” \ yd - i « — — — * — 
. —— _ —— —— — —— — _— FO" "a. 


OTE. dt ad 


—_— 
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And all our yeſterdays have lighted fools (4 * 
The way to duſty death. Out, out, brief candle ! 
Life's but a walking ſhadow, a poor Player, 


That ſtruts and frets his hour upon the Stage, 


And then is heard no more! It is a tale, 
Told, by an ideot, full of ſound and * 


steig is — l 


BY 


En nter a « Meſſner: | 


Thou com'ſt to uſe hy tongue : thy ſtory yn: 
. Mef. My gracious lord, 


I ſhould report That which, I fay, law, , 


But know not how to do't. 
Mach. Well, ſay it, Sir. 
Me/. As J did fland my watch upon the hill, 
I look'd toward Birnam, and anon, methought, 
The wood began to move. Wn | 
Mach. Liar, and ſlave! Fo [Striking him: {2 
Me/. Let me endure your wrath, if't be not ſo: 1 


Within this three mile may you ire | it coming; 1 


1 fay, a moving grove, 


| 4 And all our yeſterdays bave lighted Fools 


The <vay to ſtudy death, - - - - ] This Reading is as ol as the | 


ad Edition in folio; but, ſurely, it is paying too great a Compliment 
to the Capacities of Fools. It would much better ſort with the Cha- 


racter of wiſe Men, to ſtudy how to die from the Experience of paſt 


Times. I have reſtor d the Reading of the firſt Felio, which Mr, 
Pope has thrown out of his Text, 


De way to duſty Death. 


4. e. Death which reduees vs to Dust and Aſhes, MsTerpie 
g Meri pro effciente. Or, perhaps, the poet * have wrote z 


The way to dusky Death. 


i. e. dark ; a Word very familiar with him. 


My ſelf, as far as * could wwell diſcern 
For Smoak and dusky Vapours of the Nights RL” 


Here dyes the dusky Torch of Mortimer. | 1 
And when thedusky Shy began to rob, Ke. „ 

. y Sky begs — rn YL, 
_ Untimely ſimotber d in their dusky Graves. 3355 


| Mach, | 


I care not if thou doſt for me as much. 
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Mach. If thou ſpeak ſt falſe, | 

Upon the next tree ſhalt thou hang alive, 

"Till famine cling thee : If thy ſpeech be ſooth, 


I pull in Reſolution, and begin 
| To doubt th' equivocation of the fiend. | 
That lies like truth. Fear not, *till ſms wood 
Do come to Dunſinane, ” . and now a wood 
Comes toward Dunſinane. Arm, arm, and out! 
i this, which he avouches, do's appear, 
There is nor flying hence, nor tarryin here, 
I 'gin to be a weary of the ſun; (46 
And wiſh, the ſtate o'th* world were now undone. 
Ring the alarum Beil; blow, wind! come, wrack! 
At leaſt, we'll die with harneſs on our back. [Exeunt. 


SCEN E before Dunsane. 


Enter Malcolme, Siward, Macduff, and ther Army 
mad "Bought. 


I. O W, near enough: your leavy bree. .- i 
| throw down, | , 

And ſhew like thoſe you are, You (worthy uncle) 

Shall with my couſin, your right-noble ſon, 

Lead our firſt battel. Brave Macduff and we 

Shall take upon's what elſe remains to do, 

According to our order. Ty > 

$67. Fare you well: 

Do We but find the Tyrant's Power to night, 

Let us be beaten, if we cannot fight. 

Macd, Make all our trumpets ſpeak, give them al 

breath, | 

: Thoſe clam'rous ' harbingers of blood and death. 
| -— ens. 

| [Alarums continued. 


(46) 7 zin to be a weary o f the ive; 

And wiſh, &c.] Macbeth ſeems here exactly in hs 8 
aner of Dido in Virgil. He knows his Fate; and his Misfortunes 
ſit ſo heavy upon him, that he is weary of being —_ in the world. 

| Tum wer; infelix fatis exterrita Dido 

Mortem orat : tædet celi 8 tueri, | | 

| ZEneid. IV. 
| Enter 
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* nter Mabel. 


Mach. They ve tyd me to a flake, I cannot fly, 
But, bear-like, I muſt fight the c. urſe. What' s he, 
That was not born of woman ? ſuch ; a one 

_ [ to fear, or none, 


Enter young Siward. 


D. Sin. What is thy name? 
Macs. Thou' It be afraid to hear it. 1 
2. Siæv. 1 though thou call it thy ſelf a hotter 


-> 


Than any is in hell. 
Mach. My name's Macheth, = 
7. Siæv. *. devil * could not pronounce 3 2 

title 

More hateful to mine ear. ; 
| Micb, No, nor more fearful, 
7%. Siw. Thou leſt, abhorred 8 8 z with my 

T'll prove * 
8 the lie thou . 

* and young Siward's Slain. 

| Madk. Thou waſt born of woman; 

But ſwords I ſmile at, weapons laugh to ſcorn, _ 

Brandifſt'd by man that's of a woman born. [Exit 


Alarums. Enter Macduff ; 


' Macd. That way the noiſe is: Tyrant, ſhew thy 

„ 

If thou be'ſt ſlain, nd with no firoke of mine, 

My wife and chileren's gheſts will haunt me ſtill. 

I cannot ſtrike at wretched Kernes, whoſe arms 

Are hir'd to bent their ſtaves : Or thou, Macbeth, 

Or elſe my ſword with an unbatter'd edge 

I ſheath again undeeded. There thou ſhould'it be 

By this great elatter, one of greateſt note 

Seems bruited. Let me find him, fortune 

And more I beg not. [ Exit, 8 2 
| nter 
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Enter Malcolme and Siward. 


| $i, This way, my lord, the Calle 5 — render'd; 
The tyrant's people on both fi les do fight; 
Ihe noble Thanes do bravely in the war; | 
The day almoſt it {elf profeſſes you, - 
And little is to do. 
A Mal. We've met with foes, 
That firike beſide us, 4 
Siav. Enter, Sir, the Caſtle. a | 
£ [Exeunt, Alarum. 


Enter Macbeth. 
Mach. Why would I play the Rune fool, and die 


On mine own ſword ? whilſt I oe lives, the gaſhes 
45 * better upon them. T 


To hi m, enter Macd uff. 


Yacd. Tum, hell-hound, n. | 

Mach. Of all men elſe I have avoided thee: 
But get thee back, my foul is too much charg'd | 
With blood of thine already. 
Macd. I ve no words; 
My voice is in my ſword ! thou bloodier villian, 
Than terms can give thee out. . 

e 5 [ Fight. Alarum. 

Mach. Thou loſeſt labour; OD 
As eafe may'ſt thou the intrenchant air 
With thy keen ſword impreſs, as make me bleed: | 
Let fall hy blade on vulnerable creſts, | 
I bear a charmed life, which mutt not yield | 
To one of woman born. 
_ Mard Deipair thy charm ! | 
And lat the angel, whom thou ſtill haſt ſerv'd, 

Tell the, AMacduff was from ii his mothers womb 
Untimely ripp'd. | 
Macb. Accurſed be mat ns that tells me fo! 

For it hath cow'd my better part of man: 


And 
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And be theſe jugling fiends no more beliey d, 
That palter with us in a double ſenſe ; 
That 4 the word of promiſe to our ear, 
And break: it to our —4 PI not fight with thee. 2 
Macd. Then yield thee, coward. | 
And live to be the ſhew, and gaze o'th' time. 
We'll have thee, as our rarer monſters are, 
Painted upon a pole, and under-writ, | 
© Here may you ſee the tyrant, . 
Mach. I will not yield 
To kiſs the ground before young Malcolm s feet: 
And to be baited with the rabble's Cugſe. 
Though Birnam- wood be come to Dunſinane, 
And thou, oppos'd, be of no woman born, 
Let I will try the laſt, Before my body 
I throw my warlike ſhield, Lay on, Macduff; 3 
A damn'd be he, that firſt cries, hold, enough. | 
LE xeunt Alu, Hlarum. ES 


+. +, bj by4 


Ks 4 flouri ih. Enter with Dram and C is, | 
| Malcolme, Siward, Roſſe, Thanes, and Soldiers, 


Mal. I would, the friends, we miſs, were ſafe arriv'd. 
Siao. Some muſt go off: and yet by theſe I fee, 
So your a day as this is cheaply bought. 
Macduff is miſſing, and your noble ſon. 
F. Vour ſon, my lord, has paid a ſoldier's debt; 
He only liv'd but till he was a man, 
The which no ſooner had his prow'ſs confirm'd, (47 
In the unſhrinking ſtation where he _ 
Zut like a man he dy'd. | 
Sire. Then is he dead? | 
Keaſſe. Ay, and brought off che field : your cauſe of = 
ſorrow 
Muſt not be meaſur'd by h his worth, for men. 
It hath no end. 


(470 The which 1:3 | foaner bad bis « Prof confirm? d, 

In the unſhrinking Station 2vbere be fought, 

But liie a Man, he dy' d.] The Reſolution, with which young Si- 
_ evard is deſcrib'd to bo dy'd, ſeems very much a Copy of Cataline 

and his deſperate Aſſociates Behaviour, in a much worſe Cauſe. Nam 

fere, quem oe vivus pugnando locum ceperat, eum amfſd anime 

corpore tegcbat. Saluſt. 

> Sab. 
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| $54, Had he his hurts before? 
Raſſe. Ay, on the front. 
Siav. Why then, God's ſoldier be het 
Had I as —_ ſons as J have hairs, 
I would not wiſh them to a fairer death : 
| And ſo his knell is knoll'd. 
| Mal. He's worth more ſorrow, 
And that I'll ſpend for him. 
S$iw. He's worth no more; 
They ſay, he parted well, and paid his ſcore. 1 
7 So, God be with him! [ leere comes newer 
: I 1 comfort. 


87 


aer Maeduff, wvith Macbeth“, bead. 


Macd. Hail, King ! for & thou art. Behold where . 


Y Thi Uſurper* 5 curſed head; the time is free: 
| 1 fee thee compaſt with thy Kingdom's Peers, 
That ſpeak my falutation in their minds: 
Whole voices I defire aloud with mine. 
Hail, King of Scotland! ; 
All. Hail, King of Scotland! _  [Fhurifs. | 
Mal. We ſhall not ſpend a large expence of time, 
Before we reckon with your ſev'ral loves, 
And make us even with you. Thanes and kinsmen, 
Henceforth be Earls, the firſt that ever Scotland 
In ſuch an honour nam'd. What's more to do, 
Which would be planted newly with the time, 
As calling home our exil d friends abroad, 
That fled the ſnares of watchful tyranny ; 
Producing forth the cruel miniſters 
Of this dead butcher, and his fiend-like Queen; 
- (Who, as tis thought, by ſelf and violent hands 
= 2 Took off her ute; ) this, and what * elſe (48) 


That 


5 38) - - = i and aide 1 5 
That calls upon Us, by the Grace of Heaven.] This is a Reading on- 
ly of Mr. Pope; for all the Copies, that I have ſeen, read 
— - - 7 Grace Grace. 
It is an Expreſſion our Author is fond of: and ſo he 2 ſtyles the 
Divinity himſelf, as well as his Attribute. 
Whilf 


— ot ger poi aa 
e . at Seone. 
2 1 Erreunt ones. 


— 1 their Ki, ing, that thither thew i | 
Do curſe the Grace that with — Grace bath Bl; 207 them. 


: Huf theu my Cure? 5 70 — ff Vero, 
Hel. The greateſt Grace lending Grace, Se. 
| In the like manner he loves to redouble other words : 
_ And ſpight of ſpight needs muſt I refs a while, 8 
7 3 Hen. VI. 
3 New, for the Love of Love —— bours, 6 
_”_ c. Anto, and Cleo, 


* 


C 


All's Well « Se, 


Ft 


